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CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 



CHAPTER I. 

CAPT. SILVER FAILS IN THE GROCERY LINE. 

" T)^'^ *^® money's gone. There is no 

^ doubt about that." 

" No one said there was ; only that Jack 
Silver had no hand in its going is what I 
say. 

" I don't say he had. But it's gone for 
all that." 

"What a hard-hearted beggar you are, 
Shilson ! What is the good of hammering 
away on a poor fellow's head like that? 
Everyone knows that the money's gone, 
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2 CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 

but ^" and here the bright-eyed lad 

stretched himself up out of the depths of 
his easy-chair, and put himself in position to 
do battle for his friend, should the occasion 
require — " but I should like to see the man 
who will say that there is a word of blame 
against Jack Silver in the business." 

"Don't excite yourself, my dear boy," 
replied Shilson ; " there are giants in the 
way enough without planting others beside 
them. I don't say a word against Silver — 
not I ; sheer carelessness, nothing more ; we 
all admit that, from the Colonel down." 

" It was a shame ever to put him in the 
canteen," burst out Jack's defender; '^he 
never kept an account in his life, and how 
could he be expected to begin all at once 
in there? Why, they take fifty pounds a 
day ! It's as bad as a bank, and they should 
get bankers, not soldiers, to look after it." 

" So they should, but they don't. He'll 
have to pay the money." 
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CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. o 

" Jack pay two hundred pounds ! Jack 
Silver stump up a sixpence beyond his mess- 
bill I Why, there is only Barnes and Jackson 
in the regiment who could do it." 

" Yes, there is another will do it." 

"Who?" 

"Jack Silver!" 

" Nonsense, Shilson. Tell him to pay off 
the National Debt! He can do it; we 
are millionaires in the army now. Tell him 
to buy up all Frank Hewitt's bills from the 
Jews, and get his papers back again ! We 
are capitalists in the service now; let us 
have a dozen or two of champagne, and 
drink the health of the ' monetary inter- 
ests ' of the British army — agoing at six-and- 
six a day, dirt cheap ; a perfect plethora of 
money! You're dreaming, man, and it's 

d d hard on Jack to joke like this 

about him." 

He was walking about the room now, 
running his fingers through his fair, close- 
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4 CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 

cropped hair, and hitting about him as if 
the giants were all round him, and he must 
be practising upon them. 

*^ You're young yet, Maxwell, and will 
give me a headache if you don't stop that 
insane cantering about the room. I only 
state a fact, plain and simple — if you cannot 
see it as such, at least allow me the use of 
my own eyesight, and ring the bell." 

" Half a glass of soda-and-brandy, with 
plenty of ice in it I" said the philosopher to 
the mess-waiter, who answered the sum- 
mons ; and then, laying aside his cigar, he 
was soon deep in the discussion of that 
peculiarly military and refreshing com- 
pound. 

Meanwhile, Jack Silver, the subject of 
the above conversation, was sitttng hard by 
in his barrack-room, leaning over the little 
square oak table provided by the barrack- 
master and the British tax-payer ; his head 
rested on his hands, and his elbows were 
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CLAUDE MEADOWIJBSIGH. 5 

buried in a mass of papers ; well-thumbed 
bills, beer-stained accounts, invoices, cheque- 
books, orderly books, stock-books, and all 
the other litter indispensable to the correct 
supplying of the British soldier with his daily 
delicacies; the bulk, with perhaps an ex- 
ception in the direction of German matches 
and Cavendish tobacco, being for the com- 
fort of the inner man. 

There were the butterman's bills, for fir- 
kins of Irish butter and gallons of English 
milk ; and grocery bills, in which the most 
frequent items were red herrings and yel- 
low soap; the vegetable man's lists, with 
columns of cabbages just holding their own, 
and no more, against strings of onions; and, 
last and longest of all, mighty brewer's ac- 
counts for casks of ale, beer, and porter 
innumerable. And proprietor of all this 
chaos, master of this paper wilderness, with 
the interminable streams of £ s. d. mean-' 
dering across it, sat Captain Jack Silver. 
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The mastership had arrived quite proper- 
ly, and in the natural order of events. 

According to the rules of the service, as 
set forth in " Her Majesty's Regulations and 
Orders for the Army," a canteen is necessary 
to provide for the wants of Her Majesty's 
soldiers ; moreover, to ensure that such pro- 
vision circulates in a correct and commercial 
channel, the personal supervision of "an 
officer not under the rank of captain" is 
ordained, such officer to take his turn at 
the helm every three months. And thus 
Jack Silver, the junior captain of liis regi- 
ment, had come at last to stand upon the 
figurative grating, with his clumsy, unhandy 
hands on the spokes of the beer-engine, to 
guide the good ship Canteen across the 
troubled waters of retail trade. 

But now, on arriving at port, after his 
three months' voyage, when the cargo came 
to be tallied over the side, was this unfortu- 
nate balance, somewhere or other, and 
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CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 7 

always on the wrong side — a sum owing of 
no less than two hundred pounds or more. 

Jack Silver had been put into the Army, 
or, rather, to be correct, had put himself in, 
goodness only knows why, for his few rela- 
tives had been singularly of a mind in 
crying out against the folly of a lad, with 
scarcely enough to live upon as a banker's 
clerk, entering a profession where such an 
income is swallowed up in mere ornament ; 
while his mother, who could see nothing 
but wisdom in her idol's choice, even had it 
directed itself towards chimney-sweeping, 
can hardly be said to have had much voice 
in the matter. 

So Jack put himself into the Army, and 
now, some ten years after that singularly 
bad start in life, found himself a junior cap- 
tain in a regiment at home, with an income 
less by a few pounds than his yearly ex- 
penditure — a difference generally met out of 
the slender means of his mother, who would 
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8 CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 

deny herself many a cup of tea, and forego 
more than one of the caps with which it 
was her delight to adorn herself, so that the 
occasional "five-pound note" might be 
forthcoming for " the captain — my son." 

And with the help of these offerings, and 
a long sojourn in India, where the pay was 
better, together with the small sum of ready 
money left him by his father, the "Cap- 
tain " had managed to swim on in his frail 
earthen pitcher, alongside of his stronger 
and more brazen companions, and even to 
hold up his head amongst them, as any 
brave, honest gentleman may do in a service 
which is even still the heritage of the rich. 

A gallant, light-hearted, up-standing, 
bright-eyed young fellow, in his thirtieth 
year, though looking less. A good soldier, 
if such matters as the rude respect, almost 
idolatry, of his men, and the boast, some- 
thing more than empty, that not an officer 
in the regiment but would say a good word 
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for him, may count against a small aptitude 
for study, and a certain carelessness about 
drill and dress — an honourable, honest, out- 
spoken man, fond of a gun or a horse, not 
always last in the field, when Barnes of the 
regiment put him up on one ef his big 
" bloods," because '' Jack rides just over ten 
stone, and has such a neat hand for a 
horse ;" in love half a dozen times or more, 
as was quite right in a soldier, only that it 
always happened to be with the dearest, 
joUiest girl in the station, who would have 
made the most charming of wives to any 
but poor Jack Silver, without a penny. , 

And so he had sauntered along, careless, 
happy Jack Silver, struggling, light-hearted 
Ensign, toiling upwards, onwards along the 
easy, dangerous path, with the precipices 
all around, ravines to cross, roaring cataracts 
ready to burst at any moment all unawares, 
and sweep off in their rush many another of 
those bocxn companions of his life's voyage ; 
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yet always, when the surge receded, leaving 
this one upon their banks, cast up, faint, 
battered, but alive, with his foot upon dry 
land, and his heart and hopes strong as ever 
within him. 

Then came the lieutenancy — a fortune at 
least in the eyes of his mother, who saw her 
son riding in his coach, and holding up his 
head amongst the great ones of the land. 
And so the cups of tea were fewer, and the 
spoon that measured for them dwindled, 
and the milliner round the corner found it 
convenient to send in her account, since 
Mrs, Silver's custom had been removed else- 
where ; and, truth to tell, the ten-pound 
note which accompanied the old lady's con- 
gratulations, was no unwelcome addition to 
the magnificent rise in daily pay which had 
ensued to the young Lieutenant. 

Then had followed years of absence. 
India, with its accounts of sickness, death, 
disease, and dropping out of well-known 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 11 

faces. But still Jack's name was not among 
them, and the brave young exile was spared 
to tell of his mighty doings by flood and 
field, at least every fortnight, upon the 
thinnest of paper, and in the largest of hand- 
writings; documents that, after their reception 
at Myrtle Cottage, were wont to revolve 
about the homely little firmament, in which 
the stars and planets were uncles and aunts, 
cousins, and what-not, till their very sub- 
stance gave in, and the shreds that remained 
were returned to their original sanctuary, to 
be laid by with other relics in the widow's 
holy of holies. 

Through those long years who can tell 
how much of hope deferred did duty for the 
butcher? How often the poor meals to 
which the widow sat down were garnished 
with other than baked meats, or boiled? 
How in the corners of her simple heart 
lurked great stores of joy for that one day 
to come, for which were treasured up 
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within the cupboard those few remaining 
bottles, dingy remnants of her former life ; 
in truth but poor Marsala, to her a nectar 
destined to flow and sparkle, as imagination 
painted it had flowed in those dim days when 
her hero should come home. And when 
the hero came, not only son, but Captain, 
and the feast was laid, and the wine un- 
corked, what finer, happier table could you 
sit at ? 

The widow had put on her trimmest cap, 
all too happy with her brave young Paladin 
to gaze at opposite ; and the guests were old 
cronies, filled already to the brim with talk 
of him, yet still with some small corners in 
their hearts for more, and so her friends, 
to be rewarded for their loyalty by being the 
first to sit at meat with him. Even the little 
maid forgot her aching fingers, sore with the 
exertions of the past six weeks, and laughed 
out loud at the Captain's jokes, as, indeed, 
she could not help, had they been half as 
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poor again, when such a sun as this shed its 
unwonted splendour on the narrow little 
lane, her life ! 

The widow was the happiest on that happy 
day ; yet she, poor thing ! would have bitten 
out her tongue rather than have breathed the 
price at which her board was garnished, or 
have told that the baker and his man were 
round the corner waiting ; and he — well, he 
was poor Jack Silver, on his pay ! 

And now all this. 

" Hang it I" he was thinking, as if that 
aching head's thinking would find Fair Roso- 
mond the clue, or help to straighten out the 
labyrinth, "I can't make it out! I know 
that Harris is all right" (Harris was the 
Serjeant who managed the sales in the can- 
teen), '' I've taken the money regularly, and 
have paid it into the bank. I'll swear that 
I have paid the bills, and here is Fox and 
Colvie with two hundred owing for beer, 
and Lucas with thirty-five more" (Lucas 
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was the grocer). "It's deuced hard to put 
a fellow into shopkeeping, deuced hard I" 
And he leant his puzzled head on his hands, 
and tried in vain to recall his wandering 
memory. 

Just then the door burst open, and young 
Maxwell, fresh from his encounter in the 
ante-room, appeared. 

" Look here, Jack !" he cried, closing 
the door with a great bang, and sending half 
the papers fluttering about the room. " Look 
here. Jack ! I have been talking over the 
thing with Shilson, and I'm fairly wild at 
the calm way in which he takes it. Why, 
the fellow seems to think it just a matter of 
course that you should lose a lot of money 
in the canteen, and just as much so that you 
should be able to stump it up again." 

" I know he does — they all do," groaned 
Jack. " They don't know what it is to be 
hard up. They've got governors and friends 
to come down upon if they get hit, and I've 
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got no one. No one," he added, bitterly, 
with a certain small parlour before his eyes, 
and a feeling very like shame at having 
classed her who was sitting in it, at so slight 
a value, 

** Well, Jack, it's no use to chuck up like 
that. You can't get out of a mess by cr5ring 
over it. The thing is as plain as a pikestaff. 
Just listen to me. It's only a matter of 
calculation. Figures must come right, you 
know." 

" No, I don't know anything of the kind. 
They never come right with me; only to 
Jones, and Lucas, and such people. They 
can turn them how they like ; only always 
against a fellow like me !" 

"That is nonsense. Jack; if you can't 
calculate, I can. It just lies in a nut- 
shell." 

"Then crack it, and, for mercy's sake, 
let's see the kernel." 

" Well, in the first place, it's quite certain 
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that you are out two hundred and forty 
pounds." 

"Two hundred and forty-one — ^ten — 
nine," echoed Jack dismally, and referring 
to his papers. 

" * Dem the tuppence halfpenny,' as Mr. 
Mantalini said, and let's be serious." 

" Serious ! You're joking. Maxwell ; 
don't I look serious enough in all conscience? 
I feel so, heaven knows !" 

"Then, secondly, everyone agrees that 
you have not spent the money yourself." 

" I should like to hear anyone say that I 
had," cried Jack. 

" Keep your temper, old fellow ! Thirdly, 
you are' equally certain that Harris has not 
taken it?" 

"Quite. I took it from him myself 
every day ?" 

" And that he has been paid for all that 
he has sold?" 

" Certain as the day," groaned Jack. 
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"Lastly, that you have paid all the 
bills?" 

" But I have not paid all the bills," inter- 
rupted Silver. " Here is Fox and Colvie 
for two hundred odd, and Lucas for thirty- 
five more, both sent in yesterday. That is 
just the money that is short." 

" But have not you paid them ?" 

" I paid Fox and Colvie a month ago — I 
can't tell about the other ; Harris sometimes 
paid him." 

" Then the thing is simple enough ; you 
have only got to show the receipts.'*^ 

" But I have not got them. I remember 
Flitters — Fox and Colvie's man — called one 
day, and, after I paid him, he said he had 
come away without a stamp, but would send 
me the receipt when he got to the Brewery. 
I don't think that he did, though — at least, 
I don't remember getting it. It seems to 
me I can't remember anything now. How 
can a fellow recollect, when he is expected 

VOL. I. c 
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to sell half an ounce ot butter at tenpence a 
pound, and make up the odd farthings in 
boxes of matches ? It's too complicated, by 
Jove! it is; and it is a shame to put a 
soldier into it." 

" So it is, Jack — ^but saying so won't help 
you. It is not business," added the young 
gentleman, sagely ; '* business is business all 
the world over." 

" And soldiers are soldiers all the world 
over, too — except at sea," put in Jack, with 
a lively recollection of the Indian troop-ship 
before him. "I'm a soldier, and not a 
grocer." 

"Jack!" cried the other, suddenly, and 
he jumped up and crossed to the opposite 
side of the table, so as the better to add 
weight to the importance of his idea by 
facing the unhappy Jack in the midst of his 
bereavement and his papers, " I see it all ! 
You are as safe as a church I" 

"The Irish Church?" 
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" No — no I What an ass you are I What 
asses we both are not to have thought of it 
before!" 

" I always was one ; you need not remind 
a fellow of his deficiencies like that." 

"But, Jack, you really are a great fool !" 

" I know it. Let us have the discovery, 
and then perhaps I shall be able to return 
the compliment. What is this precious 
saving-clause of yours ?" 

" Why, your cheque-book will show what 
you paid away to Fox and Colvie, and you 
can get the cheques at the bank ; a cheque 
is as good as a receipt.'' 

"Maxwell, you are a clever fellow, or 
else I am a fool not to have thought of that 
before. I'll swear that I paid the man, and 
I would give something to prove that I did. 
Here you are; one — two — three cheque- 
books. I don't believe the Rothschilds write 
as many cheques as I do ! Let us take this 
one first — Brown, repair of beer-engine, 

c2 
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seven-and-six ; Sankey, hair-oil, one, ten, 

five; Lucas, forty-six pounds " And 

the two began turning over the little fly- 
leaves very carefully in their search after 
the missing cheque. 

" I don't see it in this one," said Maxwell; 
"let us have the next." 

But the next book was looked over with 
the same result, and still no payment of the 
sum named. Then came the third and last, 
and Jack's hand trembled ever so little as 
he turned over its leaves, and his fingers 
lingered as they passed them slowly by, in 
anticipation, it might be, of the growing 
helplessness of the search. But as the end 
always will come, so it came now, and with 
it no cheque ; and the two seekers sat look- 
ing blankly at each other. 

" You are sure," asked Maxwell, after a 
pause, ** that you paid it with a cheque ?" 

" I think so — I pay everything so. I hate 
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to keep money in the room, and send it to 
the bank as soon as I get it." 

" You don't always ; do you not remember 
paying the carpenter for those seats ? you 
took the money in your pocket." 

"Of course I did — I remember that. It 
was Saturday evening, and he asked me to 
give it to him in coin, as he had to pay his 
men their wages,* and the bank was shut. I 
don't think I paid any others like that." 

" Did you ever pay Flitters direct ; in 
money, I mean ?" 

" He often came for orders ; as often as not 
I sent a cheque to the brewery. Stay a 
minute I" cried Silver, striking his head ; " I 
do remember ; I got the money from Harris 
every morning, but that week Wednesday 
was Ash Wednesday, and the bank was 
shut. It was after the Hussars left, and the 
Highlanders marched in ; there was any 
amount of beer drunk ; and Flitters came 
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the next day and said he would take some of 
the cash off my hands, and of course I was 
only too glad to let him do so. Fancy my not 
remembering I Hurrah I hang the canteen !" 
and the young Captain jumped up and waved 
his forage cap in triumph. 

But hunt as they would, high or low, the 
receipt was still missing ; and so, as a last 
resource, it was resolved that Jack should 
write off to Messrs. Fox and Colvie the 
brewers, and recall the circumstance to their 
memory. 

That evening Silver went to mess for the 
first time these three days, and was greeted 
fondly and warmly, as a friend long lost to 
sight, whose death had been reported in the 
"papers," and for whose memory it only 
remained to order the crape and hat- 
bands. 

But Jack seemed all unconscious of such 
feelings, and set to at the dishes in his old 
hearty manner, and called for his beer as 
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importantly as ever did Major Barnes for 
his sparkling hock ; and after dinner even 
went so far as to indulge in a round or two 
of sherry, remarking, as he sipped it with all 
the air of a connoisseur, that '* the Regent 5 
allowance must be supported, and that 
it was a shame to pass Christopher every 
night." 

The day following came the answer 
from the neighbouring town, where was 
the brewery of Messrs. Fox and Col vie, and 
it was as follows : 

" Dear Sir, 

" Your favour of 14th inst. duly 
at hand. We regret that we can find no 
record on our books of the payment of 
£209, 10s. 9d., which you refer to as having 
made to our late Mr. Flitters. Mr. Flitters 
has since left our employ, and at present 
we have no means of ascertaining his ad- 
dress ; should we do so, we will make the 
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inquiry you desire, and inform you of the 
result. Hoping to receive your further com- 
mands, we are, Sir, 

" Your obedient servants, 

" Fox AND COLVIE. 

" Captain Silver, ^th Regiment." 

After this, the occurrence was officially 
reported to the Colonel; and the Colonel, 
as in duty bound, ordered a " court of 
inquiry;" to assemble for the purpose of 
investigating the canteen accounts. And 
the result of that inquiry was that the sum 
of two hundred and nine pounds, ten 
shillings and ninepence, was declared to be 
owing to the brewers, together with some 
smaller items, which swelled the total to 
some two hundred and fifteen pounds. 

Mr. Lucas' receipt had been discovered 
among the papers, so that account was 
wiped off, and Captain Silver was informed 
that he would be pleased to make arrange- 
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raents to replace the deficiency at his earliest 
convenience. 

It was in this state that matters were at 
the time when our story opens. 
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TN a dull little house, in a duUy-respect- 
-■" able terrace, looking across a dull little 
street, in one of the prettiest towns in the 
west country, lived a Painter. As you 
turned from the busier street that led out 
of the town towards the moorlands, that 
were its setting, you found yourself in this 
prim little street, with its prim little houses, 
genteel and plastered, upon which the 
southern sun shone fiercely, its glare re- 
flected upwards from the chalky road and 
chalkier foot-pavement against the window 
blinds and stucco fronts. A hard, defiant. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 27 

scorching glare, that dried up the passers- 
by, and conjured such a nameless thirst in 
their throats as could not be quenched ; the 
neighbourhood was too respectable for such 
thoughts, and houses of entertainment were 
kept at a distance. 

Such was the street in Summer. In Win- 
ter it was dull, respectable, and muddy, the 
white chalk mire seldom disturbed by wheels, 
save those of the butcher's carts of a morning. 
This mire had an unpleasant way of squelch, 
ing and squirting under foot, and settling in 
ugly dabs on the clothes, clinging thereto, 
and defying brushes. A street in which the 
rain seemed ever to be splattering, flecking 
the mud-pools with splashes in a listless, 
don't-care sort of way, as if to say, " We've 
got to do it, and we do it, but we are very 
tired." 

On one side, the sunny, stood Rose Vil- 
las ; on the other, the rainy, was Trafalgar 
Terrace. 
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For certain meteorological reasons, cun- 
ningly assisted by the aspect of the street, it 
so happened that when the "Roses "drew 
down their blinds, and gasped for air, 
" Trafalgar " could flatten its nose and gaze 
complacent and cool from every window, 
gloating over the sufferings of its neigh- 
bours, and patting its own sides, while it 
cast what pity it could spare towards the 
drooping flowers across the wa}'-, who, in- 
deed, by paying some pound or so more in 
the shape of rent, did somewhat merit the 
scorn and sympathy of the nautical heroes. 

But when Winter was, and the rain came 
pattering against *' Trafalgar's" window- 
panes, finding out the weak places in the 
stucco, and the cracks in the Roman cement, 
worse than all telling the tale in great fall- 
ing patches of that ornamental compound, 
then would the blinds of the " Roses " be 
withdrav/n, and the '* Rosebuds," from their 
snug windows, peep out and return scorn 
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for sympathy, and indulge in all those other 
privileges which attend an increased rental 
and a superior position. 

A few doors up this street, on the side of 
Rose Villas, was a brass plate, fixed to one 
of the little green-painted gates that gained 
admittance to the " Roses ;" and which, be- 
ing denied to "Trafalgar," formed a fresh 
canker in the breasts of the dwellers therein. 

On the brass plate was engraved, in the 
boldest of " early English " letters, 

iHr. Clautre iMeaiotoleiuft, 

Artist. 

Passing through the gate, and climbing 
the stone steps, the visitor would pass the 
tiniest, tidiest bit of a grass plot, in which 
no dandelion or daisy ever set its pro- 
faning root ; and so, under the porch, with 
its Grecian pilasters, to the hall-door, which, 
save in stress of weather, would be standing 
open to disclose the miniature hall, shut out 



Digitized by 



Google 



30 CLAUDE MEADOWLKIGH. 

again from the vulgar gaze by a ground- 
glass door, that yet stood between the outer 
world and the threshold within. 

But even here, in the smallest of ante- 
chambers, was the craft of the painter seen. 
A battered umbrella, green and faded, of a 
size to put Mrs. Gamp's in the shade, lay in 
one corner, together with some flat wooden 
poles, that might be parts of an easel, poles 
of a tent, or, breathe it not in the owner's 
hearing, firewood astray ; some rusty coats 
hanging with a waterproof from the pegs, 
and headed by a wide-awake of the som- 
brero pattern, huge, limp, and flopping, 
and, like everything else, weather-worn and 
evidencing much rough usage — all — nothing 
else. Not much, and hardly fair to cata- 
logue, as standing in this outer hall, and 
within reach of every tramp that came — 
hardly fair, yet types, good honest types, of 
him that lived there. Claude Meadowleigh, 
a painter by profession, a painter and a 
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poet by nature ; a child, if one can be such 
with grey hairs, and who counts his years 
by the score — a very child, a rambling, rest- 
less, earnest, trustful child, with a heart 
and head that brimmed with thoughts all 
childish — delicious in a child, to make one 
angry in a man. Unreasoning, yet so simply 
honest — all his life a dream set in a picture. 

Streams, and brake, and bracken ; waving 
trees and pools ; the wild-fowls wake ; the 
silver morning, golden evening, clouds, air, 
and rain-showers, grey lights and purple 
shadows, dim distances and rising smoke. 
Such the gods that filled his brain, and called 
on him to fall and worship. 

Just his colours, and his thoughts weav- 
ing them into beauty, nature, form, and out- 
linfe; thoughts that bent and cowered at 
such outer cares as reached him, and wither- 
ed like the leaves when Winter comes to 
tear them. 

He would climb up to his attic, close the 



Digitized by 



Google 



32 CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 

door, and stand before his easel for the day. 
Living away, so far away among the rocks 
and streams, out on some brawling moor, 
that the poor place he called his *' painting- 
room " would seem to him a palace, and its 
dull dreariness beam with dancing sunshine, 
and the gloom would fill itself with sun- 
motes, and his poor thin coat, threadbare, 
and out at elbows, would sit on him like a 
king's, as he stood and filled his glowing 
paper with his thoughts. They seemed to 
stand in smiles upon his face, mute-spoken 
utterances, decking the place with fairy 
scenes, and lines that melted into distance, 
showing far-off turrets, castles fit for princes, 
moats, and crested warriors, climbing sunlit 
slopes. Such imagery as lived and kindled 
in his brain, and then streamed out in grand 
procession to bear him company. 

But for all that he painted and toiled, lov- 
ing his art as only one born to it can do, but 
Claude Meadowleigh was not a successful 
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man. His pictures sold, sold fairly at their 
market value, as the dealers told him. In 
the Exhibition it was rare to see his name 
without the coveted blue ticket attached. 
Commissions fell in, and he painted steadily, 
and took no holiday, and yet was a poor 
man and a needy. 

People said that he was too easy, that his 
art was all-absorbing, and that he was too 
simple, too confiding in others, and so did 
not dispose of his pictures to full advantage ; 
that he was reticent,* almost repelling in his 
manners, and made enemies where he should 
seek customers ; that his works were tinged 
with the deep religious tendency of his mind, 
and that gloomy subjects received too much 
attention from a pencil which was intended 
for lighter and more joyous work. One 
thing and another, all had some solution to 
offer, but all to no effect. 

Claude Meadowleigh painted on steadily, 
unwearying ; every now and then startling 
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the Art World by some wonderful spark of 
genius, hastily designed, and hardly thought 
worthy of a better fate than the waste-basket 
by himself, who wondered and railed, as far 
as his gentle nature allowed, at the per- 
sistent taste of an uneducated public, which 
ignored his more ambitious works. 

And now that the grey had crept over the 
brown, and the bright eye was dimming 
ever so little ; as time and age brought re- 
flection, and as the track he had travelled 
seemed ever to lengthen, and appear more 
and more unprofitable ; so from the simple, 
kindly child, he had become a little soured, 
fanciful, hard-grained, at times, if his fancies 
were thwarted ; ever meeting giants in his 
road; seeing in every prosperous man a 
mute reproach to his own state of unre- 
warded labour, in every poor man a fresh 
proof of the injustice and selfishness of the 
world. A man with a mind warped a little 
to one side, full of theories and impracticable 
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plans, how could they be otherwise in one 
who had strayed from the frequented paths 
for the regeneration of mankind? Fine 
Utopian schemes, which, could they be car- 
ried out, he himself would have been the 
first to combat. With his hand ever against 
the rich, yet always with a settled grievance 
because he was not rich himself. Such a 
man was Claude Meadowleigh, artist, and 
father of the girl that Jack SOver was en- 
gaged to marry. 

He had known her for many years, 
but circumstances had so happened that 
it was only lately, within the last few 
months, that they had been at all thrown 
into each other's society. To see Alice 
Meadowleigh was to admire, to know her 
was to love her, and so it had been with 
Jack. . 

He had fought bravely against the feeling, 
for he was penniless, and Alice was the 
same, and to dream of marriage — at all 
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events, for ages — :was madness. He had 
left the house and plunged wildly into gaiety 
with his re^ment, and had even applied for 
an exchange back to India ; but all without 
in the least obliterating the sweet figure 
that daily grew more and more distinct, and 
more and more present to his thoughts. 
And so, when a second time he was in the 
neighbourhood of the town where she lived, 
he found it simply impossible to refrain from 
seeing her again. 

He had walked over the moor, meeting 
her father by appointment half-way, with a 
determination, he already felt was impractica- 
ble, that, come what might, he would only be 
civil and friendly, and that anything further 
— " Well, Alice knew the state of the case as 
well as he did, and she was far too sensible a 
girl ; and, as for himself, he knew what non- 
sense it must be, to think at all about it." And 
yet, the instant he saw her face at the win- 
dow, he felt his resolution melting away, 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MBADOWLEIGH. 37 

and at once rendered himself up with hardly 
a struggle. 

" You must come to the picnic in Gaston 
Woods," she was saying, after their first 
greetings were past. " There will be so 
many people you know there, and all the 
girls you admired so much," she added, 
archly. 

"That will be an inducement, indeed. 
Pray, who are my special admirations ?" 

" Why, of course, the Miss AUeyers, and 
Flora Reid, and Annie Trevor, and the Tre- 
maines and Fieldings, and — well, is not that 
enough ?" 

" Not quite." 

Alice blushed ever so little, yet there was 
not much in his words ; perhaps, there may 
have been more in the tone he spoke them 
in — young ladies' ears are very quick in such 
matters. 

" No !" she went on. " You used to 
think half of them inducement enough." 
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"Did I? I suppose I have changed 
since then ; that was ever so long ago, I 
don't care for one of them now." 

" Don't you? You must be changed !" 

Alice was picking the stitches out of the 
corner of her pocket-handkerchief, and so 
could not possibly see the eager look that 
was in his eyes. But, for all that, her 
cheeks were a little redder than they need 
have been. 

"But you will come — ^won'tyou?" She 
asked the question still without looking at 
him. 

" I suppose you will be there." 

" Oh, yes, of course. Mamma finds the 
tea, and Hannah and I go to help her. You 
know we have to boil the water ourselves 
now — the cottage is shut up, and it is the 
greatest fun picking up sticks for the fire." 

She had forgotten her blushes now, and 
was looking up, her eyes sparkling with the 
pleasure she was anticipating. After this 
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it was settled that he should come over on 
the day of the picnic, and escort Mrs. 
Meadowleigh and her two daughters, re- 
maining at Rose Villa for the night. 

"Oh! that wni be jollyl" AUce ex- 
claimed. 

But Jack was a little constrained, and did 
not say much, as was his before-time custom, 
but answered " yes " and " no " to all that 
was said, and appeared to find a difficulty 
in starting and keeping up the ordinary 
topics of conversation ; getting up and going 
away quite early, and long before his usual 
time. 

" I do not think Captain Silver is in good 
spirits," observed Mrs. Meadowleigh, when 
he was gone. " Poor fellow ! I know that 
he is very anxious about his dear mother — 
her health still continues very precarious." 

"Indeed," faltered Alice— "I did not 
notice anything different ;" but she was look- 
ing out of the window when she spoke, and 
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did not turn round towards them for some 
time. 

« I'll do it, if I die for it !" shouted Jack, 
as he strode across the moor homewards. 
" Hang it 1 I can work, and she- ^" 

But he left the sentence incomplete, and 
began singing and running along the foot- 
path, to the astonishment of the little, big- 
eyed mountain sheep, that scampered away 
on every side as he came up. And indeed 
they were only right, for his spirits were 
very high indeed, and quite unaffected by 
the state of his mother's health, as Mrs. 
Meadowleigh had surmised. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE DOINGS IN GASTON WOODS. 

TT was not difficult to foresee what would 
-^ come of all this. Gaston Woods were 
famous for their beauty. Great stretches of 
woodland, that fringed the sides of one of 
the many sea-bays there, creeping down 
from the craigs and moorlands, and flinging 
their green tongues far into the water; 
where were snug creeks and harbours, end- 
ing in a sandy beach, where the wavelets 
broke, with many a winding path to lead 
away to the rich inlands, where the valleys 
joined their hands about the river, all green 
and bright with joy at leaving those wind- 
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scarred uplands, where was born the rivulet 
that gave them all their birth. There were 
paths so steep it needed help to climb them ; 
and others, fair, long, level stretches, where 
the sunbeams fell upon the turf, and danced, 
all so soft and sweet, that one must needs be 
seated, to harmonise with such sleeping fairy- 
land. 

For there were mossy slopes inviting, 
and stumps all green and yielding, that held 
out rustic arms, and cried from every moss- 
let on them — " Come !" And dreamy hol- 
lows, thickly shaded, wreathed with twining 
stems, and carpeted with fallen leaves; 
gnarled boles, fantastic roots, and over all 
a rustling cangpy to shut out all the Blue, 
and hide the tell-tale sunlight from the 
sweet sights below. How could it, then, be 
difficult to see the end ? 

They had come here. Jack, Alice, Hannah, 
and a score more, just as young and eager, 
at the threshold, to peep in, as ever man 
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and maiden have been since Nature put within 
them that sweetest thing and thought of all, 
with just such a lock upon the gates as keeps 
it there, and makes the forcing of them 
sweeter pleasure still. They had strolled 
off after tea, as was natural, Alice leading 
the way down a dangerous-looking path 
towards a distant point, from whence some 
especially fine view could be obtained, 

Jack was an enthusiastic lover of scenery, 
when it suited him, and had caught at the 
proposal at once ; there was such a queer 
sort of feeling over him, he would have 
caught at anything, anything she proposed. 
All the day it had been the same. He could 
hardly persuade himself that it was not a 
dream, this picnic. Was the air more still 
than usual? Had the birds given over 
chirping, and gone on leave till to-morrow ? 
There certainly was a strange stillness all 
about him. Where was he? Who was there? 
He knew everyone, and was talking away, 
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or thought he was, much as usual ; but their 
voices sounded far off, there was something 
dim between them and himself. Every- 
thing, down to the teapots and buttered 
cakes, looked indistinct. Even Alice shared 
in the general haziness, and her voice sound- 
ed far distant. 

But for all that he was happy, quite happy, 
never more so. And when the party had 
broken up from the tea-tables, and paired 
off all their own ways, he followed the far- 
distant voice, and the shadowy figure that 
beckoned him along that dangerous little 
path, leading where ? He felt where, hardly 
knew it. Such moments are born wholly of 
the body and the senses. The brain, for 
once in its weary toiling, thinking, reasoning 
life, is no more king. Every feeling is a 
rebel, and the man bows to the easy yoke, 
and glides away down that dangerous little 
path, leading who can say where? He 
could — ^but she! He would have given 
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everything to look — a look would tell him. 
But she was in front, going before him, lead- 
ing the way down the little by-path, and so 
her back was towards him. 

So they walked in silence, with all that 
golden world of love so near ; treading alone 
together the little path that lay so close 
along its brink ; his hand upon the wicket, 
half ajar, with the glorious sunlight stream- 
ing through the chinks, only for him to open 
it; and yet how hard — ^harder now than 
ever that ! On the moor how easy it had 
seemed that morning, only to take her hand, 
look in her face, and hear her answer to his 
question. Why, he'd done it twenty times 
before in fun to tease her, and had asked 
her questions queerer far than this ; and she 
had always laughed, or blushed, or told him 
to be quiet, while he insisted, and always 
gained his point, as it was but proper that the 
weaker should give way. 

But now they walked along in silence. 
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Happy ? Yes. A little scared withal, and 
so not quite as happy as before — and yet, 
and yet. The little dangerous path came to 
an end, and still it was " and yet." They had 
come out upon one of the wide-turfed drives 
that were traced through the woods, and 
were walking side by side again. 

" You are not disappointed, are you ?" she 
said, as they walked along. 

"No — I should think not. The woods 
are perfect — such a change from our dreary 
old diggings on the Moor." 

"Don't abuse the dear old Moor. I 
think there is nothing in the whole world 
so grand. I can lie on the grass there, with 
the sheep, and fancy the 'Tors' are old- 
world castles, and turn every grey rock 
on their sides into men in armour, climbing 
up to scale them." 

"Still I like this better." 

"Do you?" 

Her voice, which for the moment had rung 
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out clear and musical, had fallen again, and 
her face was bent towards the ground. 

" I wish I could think of anything to talk 
about," thought Jack. But for all his wishes, 
nothing would come uppermost, save the 
most ordinary and commonplace of topics. 

"It's very hot," at last he said. " Don't 
you think we might sit down?" 

Then he got quite red, and felt his face 
flush all over at the sound of words that 
seemed to him to mean so much more than 
he intended. But Alice, just as conscious as 
he, though ever so much further from the 
brink of the precipice — as indeed is the way 
with her sex, who choose to be very blind 
to distance or danger in such questions — 
knowing so well that the shortest cut to that 
glorious .land lay somewhere in such a direc- 
tion as this, was too much of a woman to 
fall into any such clumsy pitfall, and 
stoutly declared her intention to take him 
as far as " the view," where he might sit as 
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long as he liked. But for all her stoutly- 
uttered resolution, she could not prevent 
her eyes resting lovingly on the turf, and 
wondering to herself if he was really tired, 
and whether she was not unkind in going 
on. 

Then they came to a stile, where she de- 
clined his proffered help almost rudely, 
feeling so sorry for it the moment it was 
done, as nearly to burst out crying, which 
made her more silent and more awkward 
still. Then more turf drives, coming out 
every now and then upon open spaces, 
skirting fresh-made fields, over the tinkling 
brook, where his hand was necessary, for 
the plank was narrow, and there was a 
strange mist in the air, and a silence which 
seemed to fill her ears with noises, and so 
to the far side of the woods, where was the 
long-anticipated view. There was an old 
gate hung with lichens, grey and weather- 
worn. Beyond it grassy slopes, leading up 
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into a vista of hill and wood, and mountain 
and sea; and against it, as if by mutual 
consent, the two leaned. 

The beauty of the scene had loosed their 
tongues, and she was i:unning over all the 
well-known names — '' Bralscome Bury, and 
Everstoke Woods, and Gathorne Knowle, 
and that long stretch of hill with the chim- 
ney of Wheal Borlase, Saltmoor." She had 
them every one on her tongue, and ran 
them through glibly enough. 

" Do you see yonder dark patch of firs 
at the bottom of the Coombe, over the gate 
there ? That is Hanglock Copse, called so 
because " 

" Because," he interrupted her — " because 
— oh I Alice, what is all this you are say- 
ing ? What is it to me ? Talk of yourself 
— you're all I care for in the world." 

Her tongue was silent now, and she was 
leaning, with his arm round her waist, upon 
his shoulder, looking down — no, not quite 
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looking anywhere, for her eyes were fast 
closed, to shut out everything that was not 
him. It was so sudden. It came all un- 
expected. She— why she had braced her- 
self to answer back, und laugh a little per- 
haps at the confessions that were doomed to 
come. She would not yield without a 
struggle — dying hard — perhaps not at all. 
And he — well, all that day he had spent his 
thoughts on the short sentence that was to 
seal his fate. There was to be no nonsense, 
such as you read in books — a fair, clear, 
honest question, and here it was, after the best 
resolves, so simply done, and all just as they 
never dreamed that it could come. And 
yet so happy ! 

Gathorne Knowle faded away, and Hang- 
well Copse with its story dissolved into blue 
mist in the bright, sweet world that was 
about them now ; its people, crowding fan- 
cies of the future, that thronged around the 
grey old gate, a shadowy host, whose dreamy 
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whispers shut out all the outer scene, and 
left these two alone. 

We toil, and snarl, and quarrel ; grind at 
a desk ; go fight as soldiers to risk an agony 
that none would ever risk when it has come 
to him to suffer ; part from our homes to 
live in heat so hot that words have yet to be 
invented to convey its hotness, cold that the 
thermometer is silent on ; cast off our friends; 
truckle to those we hate ; just do as much 
as poor old honest nature forces us, to keep 
up blood, and flesh, and bone, to live ; and 
all for what ? 

Ask Jack and Alice there beside the gate, 
and then say there is no such thing as love. 

Jack knew that it was wrong according to 
the world, and he was not so much a fool 
but that he saw the world was right. And 
Alice, with a very distinct idea of what 
poverty must mean, and for all that she was 
as modest and proper a young lady as might 
be, and one who had no scruples in adrait- 
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ting to herself that the inevitable result 
would be an increase of mouths to feed, and 
that madness was a word not ill-suited to the 

occasion, yet 

We read that the most noble Marquis of 
Stock and Stein has purchased the filly 
"Nur Jehan" by "Musselman," out of 
" Aunt Sally," for twelve thousand guineas ; 
and that the noted Connoisseur, Mr. Smith, 
has acquired the matchless " Beggar of Beth- 
saida," by Paul Veronese, for double as much ; 
and we open our mouths, and smirk, and 
smile, and think ourselves so clever when 
we discover that " this sort of thing won't 
last for ever — poor devils ! We all of us 
know what that means ;" and yet the noble 
Marquis, and with him Mr. Smith, survives 
and enjoys their hobbies. "Nur Jehan" 
wins the "Derby" and forty thousand 
pounds, and the " Beggar of Bethsaida " is 
sold, " on the decease of a gentleman of re- 
pute in the Art World," for about as much 
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again as the lamented Smith paid for it. 

And if these magnates have their success- 
ful fling, why should not we poor humble 
swallowers of their crumbs, with Jack and 
Alice too, put our hands into the " lucky- 
bag " and draw a prize ; if not in guineas, at 
least in those few delicious moments on the 
grey old gate, that your guineas, however 
golden, will not buy. 

Oh 1 it's most illogical, absurd, and 
what-not ! Try it, if you can, and then say, 
most cynical friend, if such things are not 
worth all and everything. Short, sweet tides, 
that fling their ripples on the golden sands, 
filling in all the furrows, smoothing the little 
hillocks,' and leaving such an easy slope 
when they are gone as any child can climb. 

Jack did not think of climbing just then, 
or Alice either. It was a dream, they two 
and no one else upon the globe. No earth, 
no air, no sky ; trees, rivers, rocks, and sea 
all swallowed up, and in their place these 
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two ; and they two in a dream. It is doubt- 
ful if either of them could give the slightest 
sketch of what went on ; whether it was some 
minutes, or some hours ; how they came to 
be so close, or how they left it. Is it too 
much to ask that thought and reason should 
sometimes fly before those other parts of our 
poor frames, so shy, so hidden up by all 
they're taught and made to be, that, when 
they do peep forth, we must treat them gen- 
tly, and — not talk too much about them. 

" Dear old gate!" said Alice softly, "just 
we three to hear each other's secrets." 

But if the gate had possessed a dozen ears, 
it would hardly have profited much by 
them. 

" When you are my wife," Jack had whis- 
pered ; but the sentence died away mysteri- 
ously, big with fate though it was, a& 
containing his acknowledgment of their en- 
gagement. But then feelings cannot always 
be judged by words. They, poor things, are 
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but the gates that let the leaping floods 
burst out ; these other feelings have an un- 
spoken language of their own, far earlier 
than words. But all this while time was fly- 
ing, and when they turned towards the party 
they had left the evening was already clos- 
ing in. It was just such an evening, cool 
and still, as lovers would choose for their 
pretty game ; nothing save a thrush far across 
the dell to break the stillness, nothing save 
the oak branches to listen to them. And they 
had so much to talk of, so many plans to 
make, the pent-up thoughts of weeks, since 
each had guessed the other's secret, to give 
a tongue to; pleasant idle chit-chat, that 
decked the path with sunshine, and made 
the woods they walked in, bright as at noon- 
day. 

They had turned the corner of the wood, 
and had come out on the drive near the 
Lodge where they had picnicked. Coming 
towards them was a tall figure, half-hidden 
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by the shadows of the oaks ; the figure of a 
man looking eagerly about, and walking 
quickly. 

"Oh! Jack," cried Alice, "it's papal I 
know he will be angry with us ;" and she 
clung in closer to his arm. 

Jack saw him, too, and, plucky as he was 
by nature, and by the consciousness of the 
honesty of his purpose, his knowledge of 
Claude's character made him feel how hardly 
he would judge them both till the time came 
for explanations, and for the moment he 
was speechless. 

The artist had seen them almost at the 
same instant, and hastened towards them. 

"Alice I how thoughtless — how impru- 
dent to stay so late ! Mamma has gone 
home with the rest ; I was afraid that some- 
thing had befallen you." And he drew her 
unresisting arm through his own, and left 
poor Jack to walk along without her. 
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*' Indeed, papa, we did not think about 
the time ; and Jack was with me." 

" Jack should not have kept you out so 
late. It has made mamma very anxious." 

" There can be no harm with Jack " 

she began ; and then stopped short. 

There was a sound in her words that to 
any other man would have told everything, 
Alice heard it herself and stopped half-way 
in her excuses ; but Claude Meadowleigh's 
friends were amongst the rocks and woods, 
and their voices did not speak like this; and 
so the words passed unheeded, and he sttode 
on, silent and stern, with his lost sheep's 
arm tucked under his, and Jack following 
guiltily, ever so little behind. 

Truth to tell, it was a dreary walk. 
Claude's nature was so gentle, and his anger 
so seldom, and then so much more painful 
to himself than to those against whom it 
was raised, that it always conveyed a 
reproach — a sense of being utterly in the 
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wrong, even when least merited. To Alice, 
always her father's pet, who could never 
remember anything that had crossed the 
perfect love between them, and with all this 
pretty freight of new-found happiness within 
her, it was doubly hard. With the first 
thought she had ever had apart from him, 
the dearest and the sweetest, trembling on 
her lips ; with him she loved now dearer 
even than the grey-headed man she was so 
proud of, and who, till now, had been all 
in all to her ; with this fresh hero walking 
disiial, almost in disgrace, behind, it was all 
she could do to restrain her over-weighted 
heart, and to fling herself for pity on her 
father's breast. But his manner was so 
grieved, so stern, so unlike his own, that a 
barrier seemed raised between them, and 
the flood-gates were close shut. 

Over the bridge, leaving the darkling 
woods behind them, with the soft ripple of 
the sea-water under their feet ; up the other 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 59 

bank on to the dusty highroad, now 
deserted ; past the scattered cottages, with 
their gleaming windows ; and on in silence 
towards the town, a dull, dreary walk, 
when so much happiness was at less than 
arm's length. 

Supper after this was but a sham ; and 
Mrs. Meadowleigh, more awake to passing 
events than poor cloudy Claude, was not 
long in rising, and leaving the two men to 
fight it out alone. It was an awkward mo- 
ment to the artist, and to Jack. Claude's 
anger, now that his Alice was safe in the 
fold, was fast abating, and he felt that some 
apology was necessary ; while Jack, brim- 
ming over with his secret, was at his wit's 
end to know how to begin the telling of it. 
So they sat opposite to each other, looking 
steadily in the fireplace, and carefully avoid- 
ing each other s face, without speaking. 
Jack was the first to break the silence : 

*' Mr. Meadowleigh," he said slowly, but 
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without hesitation, and looking up for the 
first time since they had met that evening, 
*' I have asked Alice to be my wife." 

" Alice ! My Alice to be your wife !" re- 
peated the artist, colouring up, and looking 
across at the young fellow with a dazed 
look in his grand brown eyes. " My Alice 
to be a wife I and I never guessed it. Oh ! 
Jack, my boy ! my boy !" 

The two had risen, and were standing on 
the hearthrug, holding each other's hands, 
and gazing into each other s face, but saying 
nothing. 

'^ I never dreamed it, boy ! — I never 
dreamed it !" said the painter, after a long 
pause. Then he turned away with a sigh, 
so wearily, and hid his face for a time with 
his hands, leaving Jack standing by himself. 

" I should have known it. It must have 
come, my little Alice! Sooner or later I 
knew it must come I" 

He had dashed away a tear that had 
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stolen out unawares, and was standing erect 
again. There was something impressive in 
his attitude, as he placed his hands on the 
lad's shoulders, and looked at him out of his 
truthful eyes ; something of the old imperial 
world, that died with the Caesars, in the 
gesture that could have withered anyone 
less in earnest than Jack. 

" She is a good girl, and a truthful, boy. 
She has been always with me, more than 
the others, and I love her. I love Alice so 
much, that if I thought any harm could come 
to her — but how could anyone harm Alice?" 

The words burst out plaintively, almost 
despairingly. The cry of a man left lonely 
and alone. 

"Fll watch her with my life I" blurted 
out Jack. ''I'll die sooner than see her 
harmed !" 

" Don't die, Jack — live ! Live for Alice ; 
she's worth living for I And God's blessing 
be on you both 1" 
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Then he sank down on the chair, and 
covered his face again, and almost sobbed 
out his loneliness. 

'^ Alice ! my own Alice ! my little Alice ! 
Alone! alone!" 

" Not alone," said Jack, quietly ; " we can 
never torget you. I have no home. Where 
Alice's home is, there is mine. You won't 
mind us coming home, will you ?" 

"No, no, it is never so. He taught us 
that they should forget father and mother 
to cleave unto thee. Don't speak to me, 
boy. I am sore at heart and very sorrow- 
ful 1" 

And he bent his head, and hid himself 
away for very misery. Then, after a bit, 
he roused himself, and made an eflfort to 
shake off his grief. 

"You must work. Jack, work hard for 
Alice. Things have not prospered, and her 
father is a poor man ; and if you will have 
her, you must work for her. She's worth 
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working for. Ah ! how IVe worked, and 
all for this r 

"Never fear," cried Jack, heartily, "but 
I will work. Who would not yrork for 
Alice ? Why, work's a pleasure, for a wife 
like her ! Besides, I've got over two hun- 
dred a year already, and lots of other ad- 
vantages civilians can't get, and we ought to 
get on with that." 

"Two hundred a year! I married her 
mother on less. It is not much more now, 
and all their mouths to fill. You must be 
careful. Jack. Alice will help you there. 
We lived on less. Oh ! it's not hard, Avhen 
there's love as well ! Then, suddenly chang- 
ing his tone, and speaking loudly, almost 
fiercely, as if in answer to some words against 
her, "Love Alice! Listen, boy! There's 
never been a day we've lived apart. When 
she was little, ay, up to my knee, she would 
sit and watch the colours as they grew ; sit 
with me in the little room upstairs, and gaze 
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and watch. A little child,and yet no toys, no 
words ; only to watch, and wonder at the 
colours growing into shape, and life, and 
beauty. Living thus, she lived until she was 
a woman, and had learned to love that 
other world we painters see and live in ; to 
ramble there, and see sweet sights that 
kindle there for us ; to walk beside me in a 
land of beauty, where feeling takes expres- 
sion in all-glorious form ; a land apart, alone, 
without this world our bodies cling to. 
Where voices ever sound far distant to lend, 
with shadowed figures, just so much of life 
as should be there, where all is glowing 
with the eternal life of nature. There she 
wandered with me ; yes, even there in the 
dull room I paint in, hand in hand, thought 
for thought, pupil and teacher, Claude and 
Alice, two distant forms treading the sweet 
long path together that tends away through 
all that painter's spirit-land. And now, 
look out, and see the dull grey lights, and 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 65 

ever-darkening shadows, chill and cold; 
those tumbling craigs, and sea — trough, 
drear, dark, desolate, and alone I*' 

The light died out of his eyes, and he 
sank down once more into his old despair- 
ing attitude, and motioned the other to leave 
him. 

**Go and see her, boy. Tell her it is 
right and proper. Who am I to keep you 
from her? No one, no one — only alone, 
alone !" 

For a moment Jack hesitated, but Claude 
repeated his gesture, and showed so plainly 
that he wished to be alone, that the young 
man crept across to the door and went out. 

On the landing upstairs the females of the 
house had collected, and from thence came 
the sound of sobbing. Jack knew what it 
meant, young as he was, and he cried out, 
" It's all right, Alice ;" and then, jumping 
up the stairs two at a time, was in the midst 
of them, with Alice in his arms, the only one 
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in the house, except himself, as she often 
said afterwards, who was not in tears. 

"We were too happy for that," Alice 
used to say demurely; to which assertion 
Jack invariably returned the laconic answer, 
" Rather !" 

And this was what came of it all. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

GILT, OR GOLD. 

A LL this had happened some three 
-^^ months before Jack's trouble about 
the canteen came upon him, and the interval 
had been spent in much love-making. 

Leave was not difficult to obtain, and 
Jack found it pleasant work enough to ex- 
change the chaff of the mess, and the mono- 
tony of daily parade, for the breezy southern 
moorlands and the society of Alice. He 
had written to his regiment, triumphantly 
of -course, the morning after his engagement, 
detailing the events of the previous day with 
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almost childish minuteness — so full of joy 
himself that he could not but insist on his 
friends sharing in it : and he was not a little 
annoyed by the half serious, half chaffy 
answers he got. 

According to him, Alice was the belle 
of that part of England, a girl who had 
been the aim of half the county, to say no- 
thing of the townspeople, all of whose eyes 
he, audacious Jack Silver, a stranger in the 
land, had wiped. Her father, a fine old 
Puritan, hitherto unapproachable, had sur- 
rendered on the instant that this young 
knight-errant had sounded his challenge. 
And she, " the young lady he hoped soon 
to call his wife, the dearest, the jolliest girl 
in England,'' was no common game; she 
would chaff a fellow's head off if he tried any 
nonsense with her ; not a bit of a spoony 
kind of girl ; making lots of money already by 
her splendid paintings, which had been ex- 
hibited (he did not say where) — and so on 
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over two sheets of paper ; and it was but 
natural to expect that in return some faint 
echo of his paean of victory should be sung 
or sent by those brothers-in-arms of his, 
always so sensitive to the charms of the sex, 
and ever willing to do homage to those 
conquering heroes amongst them who had 
succeeded in luring the tender things from 
their dovecots. But instead, writes Max- 
well, his best friend and companion in many 
an affair of the heart before, writes this gay 
young Lothario, suddenly grown grey with 
wisdom, " Don't be hooked too easily ; you 
don't say a word about the coin — a fellow 
<;an't live upon nothing, and a girl costs 
such a deuce of a lot to keep now-a-days. 
Come up, old boy, and let us have a talk ; 
and, whatever you do, find, out how much 
the governor is game to stump up." 

Such expressions I Jack read the letter 
to Alice that same day under a tree where 
they were sitting alone, omitting the latter 
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sentence ; and she declared with him that 
it was all very well to talk, and that Mr. 
Maxwell was quite right in a general way ; 
but then their case was so different — they 
could live so well as they were" (meaning 
on love and Jack's pay) ; " there never was 
a couple felt quite as they did. Why, did 
not Papa marry Mamma on our income, and 
it's absurd to say that we can't do the same." 

"Besides, think of the advantages a 
fellow has in the service," broke in Jack ; " I 
suppose we save quite twenty pounds a year 
by the doctor ; and we can always live in 
barracks, and that is house-rent free, another 
fifty pounds ; and th^n a soldier for a 
servant; why, there is a hundred a year 
straight away !" 

An addition to their income so startling 
to Alice that she was fain to lean in a little 
closer, and shut her eyes, and give herself 
up generally to him, and to the fair prospect 
so charmingly opened to her. 
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But these early warnings were nothing to 
the grievous storm of opposition of which 
they were the heralds, and which burst 
about his poor love-laden head as soon as 
he got back to the regiment. 

** Marry on nothing ! " cried Shilson, 
"you're mad, my dear fellow; how the 
mischief can you keep a wife and children 
on what won't keep yourself?" 

" There are no children yet," said Jack, 
colouring, " and perhaps there never will 
be any; plenty of men marry and don't have 
any. 

But to this Shilson's only answer was a 
long whistle and a shake of his head, leaving 
Jack to infer that experience was terribly 
against such exceptions, when the subject 
was looked at from a military point of view. 

"I say, old boy," says Maxwell, sitting 
opposite to him in an easy-chair, when they 
had retired to Jack's room after mess, 
"think over it again." 
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"How can I?" pleaded Jack. "Have 
not I promised her, and her father ?" 

" He's an old fool to let you do anything 
of the kind!" . 

" He's nothing of the sort, Max ; he's one 
of the finest fellows you ever saw, with a 
head and shoulders like an old Roman 
warrior." 

" But you can't live upon * Roman 
warriors,' except you hire a caravan, and 
show them round the country a penny a 
peep." 

" Alice can paint. She has sold several 
pictures already." 

" Yes, nice paintings they will be when 
there is a baby in each arm, and another in 
the cradle." 

"Oh, hang the babies I" cried Jack 
angrily. 

And certainly Maxwell's idea of the 
marriage state was sufficiently prolific to 
warrant a little loss of temper. So, alto- 
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gether, Jack had not a pleasant time of it 
with his regiment. 

He had sufficient sense, still left unclouded 
by his great love for Alice, to warn him 
that it was foolish, if not positively wrong ; 
that Shilston and the rest were right ; and 
that to marry Alice Meadowleigh without a 
penny was sheer madness. He could 
endure their chaff at the mess-table, and 
answer back and fight his dear absent love's 
battles bravely; the wine and excitement 
kept him up ; the sacrifice seemed so much 
less hard after a good dinner, well served, 
with lights blazing, and the music of the 
band crashing ; his blood was up, and his 
sword would fly from its sheath, and his 
strong arm do right doughty deeds for this 
princess of beauty whose glove he wore ; to 
give in was a coward's action ; the sparkle 
of champagne was in his veins, and his brain 
whirled round, and his tongue loosed its 
fetters, and he would gird himself to go 
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forth to battle, with the glorious sunlight of 
her soft sweet eyes before him ; a very- 
conqueror ere ever trumpet sounded, or 
the " lists" were opened. 

But at night, in his barrack-room, when 
the fire had gone out, and the champagne 
corks had done popping, it was then that 
all those other doubts came trooping 
in. 

"Alice in a room like this — Private Tim 
Eagan, who had big feet and an aversion to 
cold water, to wait on her — cold mutton, 
and beer from over the way — unpaid 
mess-bills, and thejColonel calling on him 
to pay." 

These and a hundred other pictures rose 
before him, and he lay and tossed and turn- 
ed, until the sweet Alice of his love grew so 
pale and spectre-like that it was only by an 
eflFort he could put away his doubts, and 
bring himself once more to her foot- 
stool. 
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*' I could not if I would/' he muttered. 
*' I've spoken to her, promised her, promised 
her father — I can't go back. Better the 
worst, they say, than break my word." 

He .was an honourable fellow was poor 
Jack, and read a lesson to many a man 
better oflP, and brought up in a better school 
than his had been. 

And so matters had progressed in the 
interval. The day, although not fixed, 
was to be within the next six weeks. Alice 
had pleaded for longer delay, but Jack, 
knowing his own nature better, and not 
quite liking the chance of what might hap- 
pen if this continual battle with his comrades 
went on, had begged hard, confiding to 
Alice that he would not answer for himself 
for much longer, and so had gained the 
day. 

And now had come this new disaster. 
Jack had hesitated for some days whether 
to write the news to his future father-in-law 
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— he had kept Alice acquainted with every- 
thing as soon as it happened in his daily 
letters — or whether it would not be safer to 
go down and break the news in person. 
His knowledge of the artist's character told 
him that what to ordinary men would be an 
ordinary matter, would be to him something 
very perplexing, very startling — a matter 
not easily to be explained away; and he 
questioned much whether it would not be 
doubly difficult when limited to the expres- 
sions which could be contained in a letter. 
On the whole, it seemed best to go in per- 
son, risking his poor powers to explain it, 
and braving the almost certain displeasure- 
which the telling of it would call forth. He 
would be supported by the near presence of 
Alice, and her mother, always ready, woman- 
like, with her influence on the side of senti- 
ment. More than all, it would be sooner 
over — a letter would be nearly a week in 
going and coming — a week of suspense to 
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both of them — to him, in his present frame 
of mind, almost unendurable ; while, did he 
go himself, the whole aflPair would be finished, 
bad or well, that same day. " He can't eat 
me," thought Jack. Any less fearful penalty 
never entered his head. 

And so it was settled that he should start 
next morning. Alice was at the railway 
station to meet him when he arrived, and 
they walked up together, by the longest 
way they knew, to Rose Villas. 

"Have you said anything to him about 
it ?" asked Jack, presently. 

" No. We thought it best to wait till you 
came — he has so much more confidence in 
you." And her hand closed fondly on her 
lover's arm, as an endorsement of her father's 
opinion. 

"How do you think he will take it?" 
asked Jack again. 

" That is just what we can't tell. Mamma 
shakes her head, and prophesies all sorts of 
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things; but then you know how crotchety 
she is." 

"Well, but it's nothing so very awful. 
What is two hundred pounds ? Why, I can 
save it in no time. Besides, I may not have 
to pay it after all. I have asked the Colonel 
to forward an appeal to the Duke, and the 
fellows all say I shall get off; and, if the 
worst comes to the worst, and I have to 
pay, it is only to give up a few things. I've 
made a calculation, Alice,— that I drink 
about two ^ soda-and-brandies,' a 'sherry- 
and-bitters,' and wine after mess; that is 
about four shillings a day, and do you 
know what that comes to in a year ?" 

"It must come to a great deal," said 
Alice, innocently. 

"Seventy-three pounds a year — that's 
what it is ; and I can save all that in liquor 
alone, besides lots of other things." 

" Can you really ? How wonderful !" 
exclaimed Alice, and she looked up in her 
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young hero's face in mute admiration of so 
much self-sacrifice. 

" How did it go ?" she asked, after a bit. 
*' It seems a great shame to make you pay 
for what you never did." 

" Oh, it's no good explaining — you would 
not understand. It is all connected with 
bills and accounts. Why, it's done every 
day in business, and not half the fuss made 
about it — and all for a paltry two hundred 
pounds! I wish to goodness I had the 
money, I'd pay it up just to show them how 
little I care about it." 

'' I wish I had it, too," whispered Alice. 
"Poor old boy! — I can't bear to see yoiT 
troubled." 

Jack looked down at the pretty wistful 
face just under his own, and could hardly 
refrain from kissing it then and there before 
everyone. 

" You dear Alice ! I would not take it 
if you had." 
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A sentiment so noble as to call forth 
another look of admiration, on which all 
Jack's doubts and fears took flight, as indeed 
they were quite ready to do, until such time 
as he got back amongst those unpleasant 
doubters in his regiment " What a brute 
I was ever to think them right !" he thought. 
" Fancy giving up such an angel for a ques- 
tion of money !" And the thought served 
instead of conversation till they reached 
the house. 
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CHAPTER V. 

CLAUDE SETS IT AliL STRAIGHT. 

CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH was pamt- 
ing, and would not be disturbed. 
Jack, anxious to get the load off his mind 
at the earliest moment, had found the door 
of the painting-room shut, and the magic 
word "Sky" pasted on the outside — asolemn 
warning, never to be disregarded, that the 
artist was engaged on those broad washes, 
to check which for a hand's-turn is fatal ; 
and he was fain to descend again and pass 
the time as best he could with the ladies. 

He found the room they were sitting in 
strown with work; yards upon yards of 
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calico, prints, muslins, and all those name- 
less fabrics that line the world a woman 
lives in. In the window was a sewing- 
machine, with an indefatigable female, 
obviously in the dress-making line, toiling 
away at its treadmill-looking arrangements ; 
and beside her Mrs. Meadowleigh and her 
daughters, sorting, fitting, fashioning, and 
folding in like manner. 

^'What's this?" cried Jack, laying hands 
on a limp mass of calico, and holding it up 
at arm's length. 

"Be quiet, sir!" said Alice, jumping up 
and snatching the calico from him. 

" Well, here now — V\\ bet five to one I 
name this ;" and he caught hold of another 
and a larger pile. 

" You will do nothing of the kind," said 
Alice, again interposing. " Jack, do put it 
down, there's a dear !" And she held up 
her face all imploring, till he was obliged to 
give way. 
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" You ought not to have come in here at 
all, sir," said Mrs. Meadowleigh. " Alice, 
my dear, why did you not take Jack into 
the drawing-room ?" 

But Alice declared that she did not know 
he would have come down so soon — that 
she had nothing to say to it ; and then began 
packing the things away in a hurry, and so 
betrayed by her eagerness what all these 
preparations betokened. After awhile they 
heard the painter's steps on the stairs. 

"There is papa," cried Alice, quickly, 
looking up at her lover ; " he is going out 
for a walk. Won't you go with him, 
Jack?" 

" I suppose I must," answered Jack, dole- 
fully ; " but I would much rather stay." 

" You must do it some time, you know, 
dear," faltered Alice. 

Just then her father opened the door and 
looked in, hat in hand. 

" What, Jack, here again I We did not 
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expect you. Have you been here long ?" 

" Only half an hour. I came up to your 
room, but found ' Sky ' up, and so did not 
disturb you." 

" I have been working hard all day," said 
the artist, quietly. " I thought Alice would 
like a walk — perhaps you will come, too." 

" I won't come to-day, papa," said Alice, 
" I have been out already to the station to 
meet Jack." 

"Ill come, sir," said Jack, ''I want a 
walk, and I fancy that I am rather in the 
way here." 

" Oh ! Jack," whispered Alice, '* for 
shame I" 

"I hope not, boy," said the painter 
solemnly ; " you at least should never be in 
the way in this house." 

Poor simple Claude I The marriage-bells 
were in every one's ears but his ; the tables 
were already garnished for the feast, and he 
alone could not see it. 
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Then Jack got his hat and stick, and they 
went out together. 

" I think you should have been a painter, 
Jack," said the artist, when they were clear 
of the town. 

"I can't draw a line, sir, and never 
could." 

"That is the mistake you all make ; you 
confuse the machinery that executes, with 
the power that moves it. The ladies who 
take lessons of me never go beyond that — 
* How nicely you draw ! — ^how sweetly you 
paint ! — show us your tricks of trade 1' These 
are not painters." 

" I'm afraid that I think just what they 
say. It looks to me as if anyone can paint 
who will take the trouble to learn, and who 
can get put up to the dodges, * tricks of the 
trade,' as you call them. I know they say 
a fellow must be born a painter, that there 
is a great deal of ^ soul' wanted, and all that ; 
but if there is, there's a lot of scraping out 
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and wiping out, penknives and dusters ; you 
use them every day yourself." 

'* You don't speak as you think, Jack," 
answered the painter earnestly; "if I 
thought you did, it would be harder even 
than it is to me to bear this burden you 
have laid upon me." 

It was no figure of speech he used ; Jack 
looked at him and felt it was not ; his stoop- 
ing shoulders, the wide slouched hat pulled 
tightly over his ferehead, his clothes hang- 
ing about him, and his hand nervously 
grasping the stick ; — it was the figure of a 
man bearing a burden. 

" You are a painter. Jack," he went on, 
" because you are happy to leave a life of 
pleasures for us ; you leave behind compan- 
ions of your own tastes and habits; the 
delights, to a young man very great, of a 
fine table and fine clothes, to bury yourself 
with us, to live in our poor home, — it must 
be poor, after all, to you." 
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" You forget Alice, sir." 

*' Alice, always Alice ! Why did I ever 
leaxn to love her so ?" 

He said the words in so low a voice, he 
might have been speaking to himself. Then 
he went on : 

"There must be many girls, in the world 
you live in, finer than my Alice j I know 
there are ; I see them even here, all silks 
and finery ; plenty, more than plenty ; finer, 
gayer, better — no, not better; she is the 
best — than Alice ; yet you choose her. That 
is why I say you would have made a 
painter." 

They were out on the open moor now, 
winding up a broad rock-stream valley 
dotted with the gold of Autumn gorse. 

" I did not come to see Alice this time," 
said Jack boldly ; '* I want to speak to you," 

" Alice or I ; we are one, boy. It's the 
same to me," answered Claude uncon- 
sciously, " whether it's Alice, or whether it's 
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Alice's father ; we are always glad to see 
you, you know that," and he looked up in 
Jack's face with so tender an expression as 
made his task harder than ever. 

" I came to tell you of a misfortune I 
have had, sir, about some money." 

"Ay, Jack, misfortunes and money are 
close company — they always run together. 
But there are many worse than they." 

" I lost this money — ^yet hardly by my 
own fault." 

" Likely you will find it again " 

" I hope so ; but at present it is gone, and 
I must bear the loss." 

"Well, Jack, bear it. What matter? 
there is Alice left." 

" It's a large sum ; I don't know how to 
pay it." 

" How much ? I have a little by me — 
you will forgive me, won't you ? — there was 
a picture sold last week ; the man said it was 
for twenty pounds. You won't refuse me, 
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boy — you won't be delicate with rue. There, 
let's forget it." And he hurried on as if he 
were ashamed of his own words. 

" It's more than ten times twenty pounds, 
said Jack, doggedly; "it's over two hun- 
dred pounds." 

" Two hundred pounds !" 

Claude Meadowleigh had stopped short — 
he was straight enough now, and was look- 
ing him full in the face ; " more than two 
hundred pounds! There was a man the 
last assizes tried here for losing — mark me, 
losing — half that sum, and men judged him 
a thief." 

"A thief!" 

"No, no, it can't be that. Alice could 
never love a thief !" 

His emotion for the instant overpowered 
him, and he was forced to lean on the other's 
shoulder, hiding his face. Then he lifted 
himself, and held the boy at arm's length, 
looking into his face fiercely. 
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" There is no lie there — clear blue sky — 
honest man and honest heart. An old man's 
fancy, lad ; you must not mind an old man's 
fancy, will you?' 

" I knew you never meant it," said Jack, 
kindly. 

" I never did — how could I, when I never 
thought it ? But the sum appeared so large 
— you should have said it quietly. You 
know my temper's quick sometimes. What 
man's is not, when he's toiled a lifetime out 
for nothing? Now tell me how it hap- 
pened?" 

Jack told him the whole story, omitting 
nothing, nor extenuating anything — just the 
fair honest truth. "And the worst of it 
is," he added, " I don't know how on earth 
I can pay it." 

The tone he spoke in seemed to convey a 
fresh reproach to poor Claude, and his 
wasted-for-nothing life. 

",Why do you speak to me like that ?" 
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he said bitterly ; " you know I can't help 
you — how can I ? It is not my fault that I 
cannot. God knows I have worked hard 
enough — who ever saw me idle? Who 
ever saw Claude Meadowleigh but at his 
work? Why do not my pictures sell? 
Why do others smoke and feast and wander 
here and there, and sell their pictures? 
Why am I old, almost alone? Why do you 
come here to speak to me like this ? You 
have taken Alice — she was all I had — I tell 
you all. What can I give you more than 
Alice?" 

"It won't make any difference with 
Alice ?" asked Jack, never heeding him in 
his more present trouble. 

" No difference 1" cried the painter, catch- 
ing at the tiny straw that seemed to give 
him back his child ; " how can it not ? — how 
can you marry Alice when you owe two 
hundred pounds? Alice must live — she 
must have meat, and wine, and a bed to lie 



Digitized by 



Google 



92 CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 

on — how can you give her these, when you 
owe two hundred pounds ? No difference !" 

"I won't give up Alice for twice two 
hundred pounds !" cried Jack, fixing up too. 

His words, spoken from the heart as they 
were, had their effect. Claude's nature was 
too gentle for anger to last with it after the 
first quick burst ; he had spoken hastily, im- 
pulsively, as was his way, but the words 
spoken, the spirit that prompted them, had 
fled, and he held down his head as if he 
himself was the accused. 

" You are right, boy, and I am wrong to 
mix her name in such poor matter of 
money. How can you buy such as Alice 
is ? You are right, boy, not to give her up 
— I say you are right. I was selfish, I said 
it for myself. I forgot you have the right. 
Alice gave it you herself, and you shall 
have it. Twice two hundred pounds for 
Alice I Hush ! don't whisper it I The very 
. rocks will hear and blush for us 1" 
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He lowered his voice to a whisper, and 
looked timidly round, as if afraid that his 
words might come true. 

" I was sure that it would make no dif- 
ference with you,*' exclaimed Jack. ** How 
could I live without Alice? How could 
Alice live without me?" 

Then they walked on in silence, turning 
homewards, neither of them much in a mood 
to talk. In the distance the smoke of the 
town was curling up on the evening air, 
the house-tops and church-towers showing 
through it grey and ghost-like. On the 
right was a row of newly-built villas, the 
latest clutch of the builders on the doomed 
country. In front was the footpath they 
were following, dotted with the townsfolk, 
after their business intent, in their simple 
west-country fashion, on a country stroll. 
They had exchanged the pleasant stretches 
of the moor for the town, its houses were 
close upon them. 
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" I'll speak to Gnaish to-night," said the 
painter suddenly, as if in continuation of 
their previous conversation, " and you shall 
talk it over with him in the morning. He's 
a clever man, is Gnaish, in these matters, 
and will put us all right. It's his trada" 

Gnaish was Mr. Meadowleigh's lawyer, 
and Jack's heart sank to find that such an ele- 
ment was to be introduced into the case; but 
he kept his inclination to object within bounds, 
merely assenting to the proposition, and so 
the two relapsed into silence again until they 
reached home. 

"That horrid Mr. Gnaish!" said Alice, 
when he told her. " I know he will stop 
us being married. What does he care ? He 
never knew what it was to love anyone ! 
No one would ever love him !" 

" He can't do us much harm, Alice. Your 
father says it shall not make any difference ; 
and you know what he says he means." 

"You don't know what influence Mr. 
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Gnaish has over papa. Fm certain there 
will be trouble, now he has got anything to 
say to it. He has all along been against us, 
only that papa, for once, would not listen to 
him." 

" Perhaps he won't listen to him now." 

" Yes, he will. Papa is so frightened 
about money-matters, and Mr. Gnaish knows 
it, and will make as much of that miserable 
two hundred pounds as if it was a million." 

*' I wish to heaven I could pay up the 
whole lot, just to sell them !" cried Jack. 
But whether he alluded to the million or 
not appeared doubtful. 

Claude Meadowleigh had gone out after 
tea, and did not return till the ladies had 
gone upstairs, and he found Jack sitting up 
for him, with the untouched glasses and 
spirit-case on the table. 

" I have seen Mr. Gnaish," said the artist, 
after a while, " and he will be at his oflSce 
at eleven o'clock to-morrow. If you call in, 



Digitized by 



Google 



96 CLAUDE MBADOWLBIGH. 

I think he will be able to arrange matters 
for you." 

" Very good," said Jack, in a tone any- 
thing but thankful to the successful ne- 
gotiator. ^' ril be there at eleven." 

Claude, truth to say, was a little disap- 
pointed. He had gone away desponding, 
and had returned triumphant. In the 
lawyer's hands the two hundred pounds had 
melted into the smallest of sums. Any in- 
ability on the part of expectant sons-in-law 
to pay such a trifle appeared quite ludicrous 
to the man of law ; and he had put the case 
so plainly, holding it up in such a common- 
sense light to his client, that a far simpler 
man than Claude Meadowleigh would have 
felt himself convinced. 

And yet, here, sitting in front of him in 
his own parlour, was this young man whom 
he had delighted to honour, and whose 
debts had just vanished in his pleasingly 
picturesque manner, without the slightest 
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shade of delight on his face, or the smallest 
tone of thanks on his tongue. 

" They are all alike, I suppose," thought 
the painter, with a sigh. "J suppose I was 
like it myself once. After all, it is dl his 
love for Alice." 

Then he gulped down his weak whisky- 
and-water, and wished the young fellow 
'* good night ;" and went up to his room to 
pray in silence for these two dear ones, and 
to sleep the sleep that comes of a pure con- 
science. 

" I wish to goodness he had never seen 
the fellow, and that all lawyers were at the 
bottom of the sea 1" thought Jack. With 
which uncharitable wish he too fell asleep, 
and slept as soundly as the other, for all 
that he had forgotten his prayers in his 
anger against Mr. Gnaish. 
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CHAPTER VL 

MB. GNAISH TAKES DOWN THE fiOTAL 
WARRANT. 

73 UT although Jack's uncharitable wishes 
-*-^ were uttered with a fervency that 
was worthy of success, they were doom- 
ed, in one instance, at least, to be of 
no avail ; and Mr. Gnaish's voice sounded 
cheerily enough in answer to his somewhat 
hesitating knock at that gentleman's office- 
door. 

Alice had accompanied him, taking 
refuge in a friendly shop during the inter- 
view, in order that she might know the 
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worst — it never entered either of their heads 
that it could be otherwise — as soon as pos- 
sible. So Jack had left her with a few 
brave words, spoken by way of comfort, in 
a tone so utterly at variance with what they 
intended to convey, that they had been 
better a great deal left unsaid ; and, this 
over, had taken himself up the dingy flight 
of stairs that led to the attorney's oflSce, 
with a dogged determination to resist to the 
uttermost, and to abide by Alice whatever 
might come of it. 

Mr. Gnaish was standing with his back to 
the empty fireplace, expecting him. He was 
a tall, middle-aged man, with dark hair and 
whiskers, and was dressed in an ordinary 
shooting-coat. So far his appearance was 
re-assuring ; there was so little of the lawyer 
about him. The room too, though dull 
and scantily-furnished, was without that for- 
midable array of papers so affected, tied and 
docketed, the corpses of former visitors. A 
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few ordinary-looking letters just opened lay 
on the table beside the local " paper," and 
there were some half-dozen tin boxes on a 
shelf opposite. It might, have been the 
abode of a doctor or a private gentleman of 
limited means, just as well as anything else. 
Jack had met Mr. Gnaish before, and did 
not like him. There was something hard and 
unreal about the lawyer, which annoyed him. 
His silky manner was hardly borne out by 
the ill-tempered lines that gathered about 
his mouth ; his eyes had an unpleasant 
glitter in them when he smiled, and there 
were furrows on his forehead which seemed 
to have hardened into a chronic frown. As 
an officer, Jack looked upon all lawyers 
as the natural enemies of his race, and so 
avoided them as much as possible ; and he 
made no exception to his rule, even in favour 
of so great a friend of Alice's father as was 
Mr. Gnaish. He had a feeling that any 
difficulties which might appear would come 
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from some such quarter, and so had kept 
out of his way. Gnaish was one of the few 
— almost the only one — of the Meadow- 
leighs' friends who had not congratulated 
Alice and himself, and he doubted him 
accordingly ; so the intercourse between 
them had been of the slightest. 

'^Ah! Captain Silver — good morning," 
said the lawyer, as Jack appeared, and 
holding out his* hand. "You are such a 
stranger, it's quite a pleasure to see you." 

" Fve been a good deal with my regiment 
lately," said Jack. 

"Not much work there, I suppose. 
Pleasant times you young men make of it; 
rather different from this sort of thing — eh ?" 
and he flourished his hand in the direction 
of the dilapidated washstand. 

" We do try to make ourselves comfort- 
able. It's quite as easy to be comfortable 
as to be like this," answered Jack, flourish- 
ing his hand towards the washstand, too. It 
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was his way of accepting battle ; Alice was 
waiting below, and he was eager for the 
fight. 

" Take a seat," said the lawyer, seeing by 
Jack's manner that introductions might be 
dispensed with — *^ you see I can offer you 
that. Now tell me what I can do for 
you. 

They were sitting at the table — Gnaish in 
the arm-chair, and Jack at the end facing 
the window. 

" I don't know that you can do anything 
for me. Mr. Meadowleigh wished me to 
see you ; and, to oblige him, I came." 

"Certainly — certainly. You are quite 
right to do anything he wishes. A most 
kind-hearted, generous man, very much so. 
Fve known him for years." 

" Have you?" said Jack, drily. 

"And his family, too," went on the 
lawyer. " Nice woman, Mrs. Meadow- 
leigh — charming girls I Alice quite a 
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beauty! And so you are going to marry 
AUce/' 

"Yes. lam/' 

" Glad to hear it ; she is a splendid girl 
— she'll grow into a fine woman. You are 
to be congratulated, Captain Silver, on your 
taste/' 

Jack's fist clenched under the table, and 
he had hard work to refrain from flinging 
it in the other's face. 

"I hardly came here to receive your 
congratulations, Mr. Gnaish," he said, bitter- 
ly, and biting his lips. **Mr. Meadowleigh 
seems to have mentioned to you some 
private matters of my own, and, by what 
you said to him, appears to think that you 
can be of assistance — ^professionally — in the 
affair." 

" Precisely so ; exactly what I led him to 
believe." 

" He told you I was in want of two hun- 
dred pounds?" 
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"Yes." 

" That I did not know how to raise it." 

"How should you know? It's not your 
business ; you must come to us sometimes." 

"You see I have come to you. Now, 
can you get it for me?" 

" Nothing easier I If it was two thou- 
sand I could oblige you." 

" I suppose there are some terms — ^what 
are they?" 

" Terms. Oh ! of course — but quite 
nominal ; in fact, two hundred pounds — I'll 
lend it you myself." 

Jack looked up at him inquiringly, but his 
back was to the light, and he could not see 
all he wanted. 

"You are very kind," he said, after a 
pause ; " I did not expect you to do it. Fd 
rather it was anyone else; I mean a business 
matter, with interest, and all that sort of 
thing." 

"You shall pay me interest — ^five per 
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cent. The Jews up in town would charge 
you sixty, I daresay. It's no favour, I 
assure you ; the money's lying in the bank 
at two per cent., so I shall make three out 
of you. You can pay it off by instalments." 

" I can do that," said Jack. 

"And to make your mind quite easy 
that the loan is a pure matter of business, 
you shall give me some security for repay- 
ment." 

" My note of hand '' 

" That is hardly business. If we are to 
make it a matter of business, we must act 
on business principles. Your note of hand 
is worth nothing." 

" Do you mean to say I would not pay 
it ?" cried Jack. 

" Commercially worth nothing. I thought 
you wished this to be strictly a business 
matter?" 

" I've got no other security to give," said 
Jack, dolefully. 
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" Now you are afraid that I want to run 
you up a lawyer's bill 1 Why can't you be- 
lieve me? It shall not cost you a penny." 

" I was not thinking of your bill," said 
Jack. " I told the truth ; I've got no secu- 
rity but my name." 

" But you have your income; that is a tan- 
gible security." 

" I've got my pay." 

" No, not your pay ; your private means/' 

" I've got no private means." 

"You have an allowance, then?" 

" No, 1 have not." 

" Expectations, then ?" 

" When my mother dies I may get two 
thousand pounds." 

"And how old is she?" 

" What's that to you ? What has she to 
do with this?" 

"We were talking of the security you 
wished to give," went on the lawyer, coldly. 

" I told you I have none." 
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•* You will have some property at your 
mother's death." 

" Thank God, she's strong and well, and 
likely to live to be a hundred I" Jack had 
risen from his chair, and was buttoning up 
his coat to go, trembling very much with 
suppressed excitement. " I don't want your 
money — I never did," he blurted out. " I 
never wanted to come near you.. I'm much 
obliged for your offer, Mr. Gnaish, but I beg 
to decline." 

"Am I to understand, then," said the 
lawyer, still sitting, " that you have no 
income but your pay, and no property at all 
except a remote contingency ?" 

"Yes ; you may understand it as you like. 
What is it to you?" 

"Stay a bit; you forget Mr. Meadow- 
leigh has asked my advice in the matter, and 
you are going to marry Mr. Meadowleigh's 
daughter." 

" Yes, I am ; and if there were a dozen 
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of you, I'd marry her in spite of you all r 

The lawyer had risen now, and was 
standing in his old position before the fire- 
place; his manner, in singular contrast to 
that of the fiery young soldier opposite, 
calm and collected, a slightly perceptible 
sneer and the deepening lines on his fore- 
head alone telling of anything below the 
surface. 

" May I ask you what your pay is ?" 

*' I say it's nothing to you ; my affairs are 
my own, and I choose to keep them so." 

The other reached down a book from the 
shelf, and turned to a page where a slip of 
paper was inserted. 

" Infantry of the Line — Captain — eleven 
and sevenpence a day," he read. " Umph ! 
— about two hundred a year." 

** It's over three hundred, with the things 
I get." 

'* Dies with you, does it not ?" asked the 
lawyer. 
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" She'll get a pension if I do." 

Gnaish turned over again, and, stopping at 
another marked passage, read : 

*' Widow, captain, ordinary pension fifty 
pounds — legitimate children, nine to twelve 
pounds a year — magnificent !" 

" You need not sneer, it's not so bad." 

"Then there are debts?" 

" Only this two hundred pounds." 

" Not your tailor." 

" And my tailor, nothing more." 

" Say another hundred." 

** It's not a penny over fifty !" 

" Very creditable to you, really." 

" Tm glad you think so. I did not ask 
for your opinion." 

" And this is actually all you have ?" 

** I've told you so already." 

" And you intend to marry Alice Meadow- 
leigh?" 

" Yes — I intend to marry Alice Meadow- 
leigh." 
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" Then, Captain Silver," said the lawyer 
sharply, and starting up from the lounge he 
had affected previously, " I think it a most 
unwise and imprudent proceeding; and I 
shall consider it my duty to inform my client 
to that effect." 

" I don't care if you do," cried Jack, " he 
knows it already ; I did not tell him I was 
rich ; he knew I was a poor man when he 
gave her to me, and he won't go back from 
that, for all that you can say to him." 

•' I shall do my duty, sir," said the lawyer 
grandly, his eloquence rising with the oc- 
casion ; " my duty is to warn Mr. Meadow- 
leigh against giving his daughter to a " 

" To a beggar !" put in Jack ; " out with it, 
it*s your duty 1" 

"To a man who cannot afford to keep 
her," continued Mr. Gnaish, " and who can 
so far forget himself as to speak as you have 
done in here — good morning, sir." 

He turned round with his back to the 
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Other, and began arranging his books. 

" Duty I" cried Jack passionately, all the 
more angry because he felt there was some 
truth in the lawyer's language, " I have my 
duty too 1" 

Then he checked himself, and lowered 
his clenched hand, his wrath blazing out in 
his face. 

" You understand, Mr. Gnaish, I have de- 
clined your assistance in the matter of 
money ; and I do not intend to follow your 
advice in the matter of my marriage with 
Miss Meadowleigh ; I prefer to manage my 
private affairs without the meddling of other 
people — good morning !" 

Then he opened the door and went out, 
slamming it to behind him, as if to relieve 
his overworked feelings; and the lawyer 
heard him stumping down the stairs, to 
the waiting Alice below. 

" A charming son-in-law in prospect I" he 
sneered ; ** the fellow is little better than a 
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pauper. Well, for a regular downright fool, 
commend me to an army officer I" 

With which sweeping condemnation he 
seated himself, and went on with his 
writing. 

" Just as I expected," said Jack, when he 
rejoined Alice, " the old arguments, of 
course ; I should not mind them, but for a 
sneak of a fellow like that to pry into 
my private affairs I I'm not marrying his 
daughter/' 

" Papa asked him, dear," said Alice, 
timidly anxious to avert the storm. She 
had never seen him so wrathful before, and 
it pained her. 

" What do you think he had the imper- 
tinence to ask me? How old my mother is, 
and if there is any chance of her dying 
soon. I wonder how he'd take it if I made 
inquiries about his mother ; I suppose he*s 
got one." 

Then little by little Alice heard the 
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whole story, interrupted by many com- 
ments, and ending in a detail of the threat- 
ened advice to her father, which the lawyer's 
duty— duty indeed ! — called on him to 
furnish. 

"He will make papa do something very 
cruel," said Alice, next door to crying ; '^ you 
see if he does not/' 

" He shan't as long as I've got a leg to 
stand on!" cried Jack stoutly; but for all 
his plucky words he felt that Alice was 
right, and that there might be bad times in 
store for them. 

" I wish you had not been so angry with 
him, Jack ; he is such a cross, disagreeable 
man ; I'm certain he won't forget it." 

She was speaking of Mr. Gnaish. 

" He can't do so very much ; and as to 
getting angry, fancy being shut up for all 
that time, without you, and with a fellow 
sneering at one for being poor, and being in 
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the service ; I wonder I did not smash his 
nose in." 

It was hard, just as the church door was 
peeping round the corner, to find this 
mountain in the path. 

"You will tell papa, dear Jack ; he won't 
believe what that man says if you see him 
first." 

" I'll do no such thing ; the fellow can do 
his worst. I know who's right, and I will 
stand by the consequences." 

Which was simple Jack's idea of fair play, 
even with his enemy. 

" Papa will believe him ; you can't think 
how easily he is led." 

" Then it will be all the worse for 



us." 



" But, Jack, suppose he says ^" 

"What, Alice?" 

" Oh, Jack, you know what I mean !" 
" That we may not be man and wife 1" 
She only clung in closer to him. 
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"Is that it? because the man's too poor." 
" Hush ! dear ; don't be so angry/' 
" Suppose he does," he went on unheed- 
ing her, " is that to put us two apart ? Take 
your bible, Alice, read what it says, the 
very words he said to me — ' She shall leave 
father, mother, all, and cleave unto her 
husband/ What ! put us apart because Fm 
poor ; who says you'll starve — that I can't 
keep you — give you what is needful, watch 
you, tend you — can't you trust in me as far 
as that? It's the damned cold world that 
blows between us, with such doctrines, 
Alice ! At least if I can't live and do it, 
I can die in trying it ; and men don't die so 
easily — they live, and win — as I shall live 
and win/' 

The cloud had passed, and his face was 
bright with hope and courage. 
" You have won — me/' 
It was her pretty, woman's way of saying 
"yes/' 
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" I knew you'd not give in, dear Alice," 
said he, smiling his thanks, " how could we 
change, now after all this time ?*' 

Then they lapsed into the old familiar 
talk, and forgot for a time the troubles that 
were threatening them. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A LITTLB CLOUD IN THE SKY. 

TACK, true to his word, said not a syllable 
^ to the painter of his interview ; indeed 
Claude hardly gave him the chance, almost 
rudely denying them any opportunity of 
being left alone together, and taking the 
conversation into grooves as widely re- 
moved as possible from the subject. 

So the day passed quietly enough, with 
just so much dulness over all of them as 
told of the approaching thunder-shower. 

" He's come !" whispered Alice softly in 
Jack's ear after tea. 

"Oh ! " answered Jack laconically, " I 
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hope he likes it," and then went on with 
the book he was reading. 

Overhead, in the painter's room mean- 
while, the clouds were gathering. 

"It's little enough," Claude was saying, 
"but we have had less here." 

"Ay, and less expenses. Do you think 
a young man will be content to sit down to 
his daily work as you do ; to rise up only to 
gain strength to begin again ; to eat and 
drink as you do, just to keep hunger 
out?" 

" I think he will, for her sake." 

"And I am sure he will not; he cannot. 
Do you know how these fine gay army 
gentlemen live, that you and I pay so much 
for?" 

" I dined with Lieutenant-Colonel Bing- 
ley once, when his regiment was in the 
Regents Barracks, and I remember thinking 
the officers who sat at table then were most 
agreeable company." 
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" And do men on two hundred a year sit 
down to dinners like that ?" 

"It was a banquet. I am afraid to 
think how much it cost ; but then the coun- 
try pays for it." 

" Not a bit of it, Meadowleigh ; the coun- 
try pays them out their shillings — and pre- 
cious few they are too — and tells them it's 
their * duty ' to give dinners like that, and 
to keep up bands, such as they do keep up, 
for the ' credit of the army,' and they are 
fools enough to do it." 

" But Jack could not do it — how could 
he ? A man would want a vast income to 
do so." 

"That is only one item — there are all 
those gold-laced coats to buy. Who are the 
best dressed men in the town here ? — the 
officers ; that costs money. Who are always 
on the railway platform, running up to town 
first-class? — the officers; that costs money. 
Who keep up the hunt here, and subscribe 
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most to the races ? — the officers ; and that 
costs money. Oh, it's a charming profes- 
sion, on two hundred a year !" 

** I fear I do not understand you," said 
poor Claude, woefully. " Jack never does 
any of these things ; he talks to me of his 
soldiers, and what he does for them, and that 
Alice will have to help amongst their wives 
and children." 

" Gammon I Meadowleigh, all gammon. 
Don't believe a word of it." 

" Not believe it ? Not believe the man 
who is even now as a son to me? Jack 
could not tell a lie." 

" Perhaps not." 

" I don't like the way you speak, Gnaish ; 
you have something against the boy, and do 
not wish to tell it to me. What is it ? Did 
anything come out in your talk this morn- 
ing? You know I have a bad head for 
business, and cannot see these things as you 
do ; but I like the lad, I feel he's honest ; 
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he will be a good husband to my girl." 

" No doubt he will, as long as he can." 

"Till death them do part — there is no 
limit but that, Gnaish." 

" And money—" 

" Oh ! money, money, money ! Why is 
it always money ?" cried Claude, throwing up 
his hand despairingly. 

" Meadowleigh," said the other kindly; 
and taking his hands in his, "you are a 
child in these things ; you follow the impulse 
of your good simple heart, only to find out, 
when too late, that it has misled you. You 
must leave this matter of Alice's marriage to 
nie. 

"But what is there to leave to you?" 
cried the painter helplessly. " I've promis- 
ed her to him ; they have my blessing; we 
have asked God's blessing daily on them. 
What can I leave ^to you ?" 

" They have the world before them. He's 
a fine young fellow ; in a month or two he 
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will jGind some one else, and look back with 
gratitude to that which he has been spared. 
And Alice, she is worth more than a mere 
boy and beggary ; she'll marry well ; she's 
got a dozen fortunes in her face. You 
must show her about a bit, take her out, 
dress her up, and I'll be bound the next 
time I shall not have to interfere for want 
of means to marry on." 

" Show her about — dress up Alice — my 
girl, and flaunt her as a shopman does his 
wares ! And am I, her father, to do all 
this?" 

He had risen, and had stepped a pace back, 
standing erect and solemn, yet with a 
sparkle in his eyes that was not often seen 
there. His acquaintance would have smiled 
at the idea of Claude Meadowleigh in his 
shabby painting-coat acting the outraged 
father, none more so than his lawyer 
Gnaish — soft-hearted Claude Meadowleigh — 
easy, pliant, wayward Meadowleigh ! Why, 
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a gust of wind would sway him. Claude get 
angry — Claude turn and show a front for 
battle ! 

" I am much obliged to you, sir, for your 
advice," he said, slowly and distinctly to the 
lawyer, who was not smiling at all, but wa& 
looking wonderfully cast down ; " I have no 
doubt you meant it for the best, and as such 
I thank you for it. But in this matter I 
feel I must act for myself, and of myself ; 
if I am wrong, as we all may be, the error 
will be on my head, and I will atone for it. 
If I do right — and I pray God every night 
and morning to direct me — I shall receive 
my reward in the joy of these dear ones. 
But to show my Alice about, to dress her 
up for men to gaze at and set a price upon 
— this I cannot do." 

It was rather hard on Mr. Gnaish, who, 
after all, had not done anything but his 
duty, and that which he had been invited to 
do. If his lights did not burn so brightly as 
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this Other man's, it was no fault of his ; and 
yet here he was, standing rebuked before his 
friend, with a feeling very strange to him, 
that he was somehow in the wrong, and 
that the painter's rebuke was more or less 
deserved. 

"I meant it for the best, Meadowleigh. 
You know it's perfect madness that they 
should marry on his present income, and the 
whole of the first year's gone already in this 
loss he tells me of. However fond you may 
be of him, and anxious to keep your pro- 
mise, you must think of other things too, 
and unless you can help them through their 

first year " 

•" You know I can't. Why do you put it 
to me ?" cried the painter. 

" Of course you cannot. And so the fact 
remains, that for their first year of married 
life they will have no income at all." 

" I did not see it in that way before," said 
Claude, almost to himself. 
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*'Come, Meadowleigh, be a man, and 
look the thing fairly in the face," said the 
lawyer, gaining courage to go on by the im- 
pression his words had made. '^ You have 
arranged that they shall be married in six 
weeks' time, and it is quite evident that if 
they are they will not have a penny of in- 
come to count upon till that time comes 
round next year. Twelve months on nothing. 
Was there ever greater madness ?" 

" But what am I to do ?" 

" It is a fair excuse enough. Put off the 
marriage till next year. They are both 
young — what is a year more or less to 
people at their age ? Only a little exercise 
of patience. At the end of the year he will 
be clear of his debt, and they can be mar- 
ried off comfortably — ^that is, if both their 
minds remain unchanged about it." 

*' They won't change," said Claude. '' That 
which is written on the heart remains." 

" There's no knowing vrhat may not turn 
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up," said the lawyer, smiling, as he saw that 
he had gained his point. 

"I think, Gnaish, your proposition is a 
wise one. I was over-hasty in my consent, 
and it would be a sad beginning to their' 
lifetime if it were so straitened. They 
shall wait this year." 

After this Mr. Gnaish took up his hat to 
go, not by any means displeased at his suc- 
cess, partial though it was. 
' "He will never last a year, and she will have 
a dozen offers in the meantime. I'll speak 
to Mrs. Gnaish, and see that she is taken out 
more. It's a shame to stick a girl like that 
in a corner." With which thoughts and 
resolutions touching the unconscious couple 
in the drawing-room, he went down the 
stairs, and away to his own home. 

Claude was glad to be alone again. With 
all his liking for Gnaish, it seemed that this 
friend's visits were always connected with 
such troubles as from time to time had been 
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his, and he never heard his knock at the 
door without some secret fears. that there 
might be one more still in store. He flew 
to the lawyer for help in adversity ; and yet, 
when he came, wished heartily that he had 
held his peace. Now, as before, he had 
called him in, and he had gone, but the sting 
remained. " And I have got to tell them 
this !" Such was the thought uppermost 
with Claude now. 

He had so much imagination in him as 
showed him very plainly what a trial it 
would be. Alice in tears ; Jack defiant ; the 
household on the side of sentiment; and 
over against all this himself. And he had 
sujficient knowledge of his own character to 
feel how unfitted he was for the encounter. 

He needed a friend, not like Gnaish, but 
one who would stand beside him, and re- 
mind him that it was his duty, and but cruel 
kindness to give way, but he had none. 
Those he had known in early days were 
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past and gone, and he had made few since, 
and those so seldom admitted within the 
screen that folded him in from the surround- 
ing world as hardly to be woi'thy of the 
name. 

Some men in his position would have 
worked themselves into a passion, as a pre- 
paratory means; not a few would have 
opened the spirit-case ; but Claude Meadow- 
leigh knew nothing of such palliatives. His 
was a higher nature, and one that stretched 
for aid to higher means. Alone in his dim- 
lighted garret, with all the dust-grimed 
apparatus of his art about him, and half- 
finished panels, and ghostly easels, on 
the hard, paint-splotched floor, he knelt 
down and sought them ; and I doubt if the 
means he prayed for were not fully better 
than the rest. He had just finished, when 
there came a knock at the door, and Alice 
peeped in. 

" Come in, Alice !" he cried. 
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"We are so anxious to hear what Mr. 
Gnaish has said — he was so rude to Jack 
this morning. He has not said anything to 
make you alter your mind, papa ?" she add- 
ed, " because you know that would kill poor 
Jack;* 

" Ask Jack to come up, dear, and I will 
tell you both. I suppose you would like 
him to hear it too." 

So she ran downstairs again, and returned 
all breathless and panting with her lover. 
Then Claude sat down in his great tattered 
chair, taking Alice on his knee, and holding 
Jack's hand as he stood beside him. 

" How old are you. Jack ?" he asked. 

« 

" Seven-and-twenty," he replied. 

"That's well; At seven-and-twenty a 
man can bear things like a man." 

" I trust, sir, there is no such thing now," 
said Jack, trembling. 

Alice had hidden her face on her father's 
shoulder. 
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" There is nothing that need make a dif- 
ference between us three." 

'* Thank God for that!" cried Jack. 

"What I have to say is for your own 
good — for yours as for Alice ; what is right 
for one must be for the other, for in God's 
sight you are one." 

Jack only answered by a firm grasp of 
his hand. 

" So what I say is for you both. I have 
seen Mr. Gnaish, and he has spoken wisely 
and temperately. On one point certainly 
we did not agree, but I dismissed it — it is 
gone ; he told me of this debt of yours." 

'* I told you of it myself." 

" Wait a little longer, Jack — I know you 
did. I am not good at such matters, and I 
did not recognise how much it was — a whole 
year's income." 

" I can get it somewhere ; that does not 
bother me." 

" It's a large sum ; it would not be right 
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to take your wife away to suffer ; it would 
pain you, and her, and all of us, and we 
must have a happy wedding-day for Alice." 

" How can Alice suffer by marrying me ?" 
asked Jack, passionately. 

*' If you have no money when you take 
her to your home, she must suffer." 

" But I have-^IVe got my pay." 

''Which you owe for a whole year to 
come. No, Jack, you must bear with me 
in what I have to say. I don't speak of my 
own strength." 

" That confounded lawyer I" growled 
Jack. 

" I did not speak of him, Jack. Be pa- 
tient with me ; you shall marry Alice ; I 
have promised her to you. You can believe 
me, can't you?" 

" You speak so cautiously — there are 
some conditions." 

" Conditions, boy ! — what can there be of 
such ? For better for worse, for richer for 
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poorer, till death us do part. I know none 
else." 

" Then we can be married, just as it has 
been settled all along ?" 

'' Yes, with one exception." 

"There, I knew there were conditions." 

"If you call this a condition, you are 
right. I wish you to wait one year." 

"A year!" 

" Only one year ; you will have paid off 
this dreadful debt then, and will be able to 
take your wife home in comfort. It's not 
very long to wait." 

" Not long ! — you never were in love, or 
you would not say that." 

" Perhaps not," said the painter, with a 
faint smile, " yet I was young once." 

" And you really mean this, sir ?" 

" Yes ; try to see that it is for the best." 

" No, I don't ; I call it most unjust and 
cruel. We have made up our minds to be 
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married, and at the last moment it is all to 
be broken off for a whim." 

" A whim, Jack ! — do you think it pos- 
sible that I could trifle with the happiness 
of one so dear to me as Alice for a mere 
whim?" 

" I did not mean it, but it came so sud- 
denly. A year, too, is such a vast time to 
look forward to. Can't you say a shorter 
time?" 

'* I've travelled sixty years, and, looking 
back, it seems a little space." 

" It seems to me 'Eternity. If it is to be, 
ril not answer for myself." 

" Oh 1 Jack," burst in Alice, " don't say 
such dreadful things !" 

" But I mean them. A fellow can't go 
on for ever waiting and hoping. It would 
not be so bad if the day had not been fixed. 
Fancy how everyone will talk about it 1" 

" Idle people always talk — ^the idle wind 
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will always blow ; but both pass away un- 
heeded." 

" Alice will be seeing some ass or another, 
and goodness knows what may not happen !" 

"Alice will be in her father's house — 
she will be waiting for you when the time 
comes." 

" I don't like that Mr. Gnaish at all," put 
in Alice, crying — " he is a nasty spiteful 
man ! It's all his fault that this has hap- 
pened — just as we were all so happy." 

" Mr. Gnaish only did his duty," said her 
father, gently, "and has saved me from 
doing a very grievous wrong." 

" In allowing Alice to marry me," cried 
Jack. 

" In allowing you to take a burden upon 
you which you were not able to bear. 
Come, Jack, be a man, as you are. You 
see, it is for the best. A year, only a year, 
and then come and claim her from me — 
there shall be no more delay." 
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" And if I can pay off the money before 
the year is up ?" 

" Then let us know ; and come down with 
the news yourself." 

"That is a bargain then," cried Jack, 
more cheerfully. "It comes to the old 
thing, as I expected — -just a question of 
money ; and if I can't get over that, why, 
I'm a Dutchman." 

After this they settled down into a quiet 
talk over the whole affair, making almost 
light of the year's delay, and bridging over 
the time with so many schemes on Jack's 
part for finding the money, that it really 
seemed only a question for him to be off as 
quickly as possible, in order to put them 
into execution there and then, and be back 
all the sooner for their wedding. 

That night the painter slept more soundly 
than he had done for many a night — he felt 
a consciousness of success which even to his 
simple mind was pleasant. Moreover, he 
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had gained back his pet lamb to the fold for 
a season — the dreaded parting was put off 
— she was still to be under the shadow of 
his wings ; and he fell asleep with her name 
on his lips, to wander with her over those 
dreamy moorlands that were never for long 
out of his thoughts. 

But, however pleasant the respite was to 
the shepherd, the pet lamb was hardly as 
thankful as she might have been ; and her 
eyes next morning told a tale of anything 
but rest and sleep. She had peeped into 
the drawing-room on her way down, and 
had seen those mysterious bundles, yester- 
day enchanting forecasts of a magic future, 
now but dull and withered memories, tied 
up in crumpled brown hoUand wrappers, to 
be sent back whence they came. And in 
the breakfast-room was Jack, triumphant 
over his last new project, smiling and happy, 
munching his toast and cracking his eggs, 
with not so much as a trace of last night's 
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sentence on his broad, ruddy face. It seemed 
as if she was the only dull one of the party, 
her face the only on^ out of its proper 
order, red and tear-traced ; and the feeling 
made it worse than ever. 

Then came Jack's departure — not at all 
as it should have been, amid the sacrifice of 
many tears, but hopeful, radiant, full of 
promises to return, an almost boisterous kiss, 
and hand-shaking. She could not even look 
to see the end, but ran hastily up to her own 
room, locked the door, and gave way to 
all the luxury of her poor lonely tears. 

Poor Alice ! It was harder on her than 
on the rest. What could she do, a woman, 
to pass those weary days of waiting ? While 
Jack was out about the world, her father 
painting or wandering on the moor, she 
must sit up and mourn her love, and jvait 
and hope, and trust it might come right. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE STRATEGY OF MRS. SILVER. 

TACK had still a day of his leave left, and 
^ he determined to take his mother's 
cottage on his way, and spend it with her. 
He was fond of laying his plans and diffi- 
culties before her, and of asking her advice 
thereon. True, the advice was always in 
the direction he wanted — a mere echo of his 
own wishes, for in the widow's eyes what- 
ever Jack did was right. So he stopped 
short in his journey northwards, and turned 
off the great " line " he had been travelling 
on, getting out at the sleepy little station 
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from whence the ** by-line " started that 
wound up amongst the hills where the old 
lady lived. 

There was great delight in the cottage at 
his unexpected arrival, and secret messengers 
were despatched on the spot to ransack the 
village shops for wherewithal to do him 
honour. It would have been more in accord 
with the old lady's sentiments to have made 
this killing of the fatted calf into a more 
public ceremony, to which all the friends 
and neighbours should have been invited. 
But Jack was queer and perverse, and had 
so often given out that he hated fuss and all 
that sort of thing, that she was obliged to 
content herself with so much preparation as 
might be made in secret. 

So while Mary Ann, the maid-of-all-work, 
was speeding hither and thither on her 
errands, and Mary Ann's mother, summoned 
post-haste from the domestic charms of the 
residue of her twelve children, was tucking 
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up her sleeves amongst the saucepans in the 
kitchen, Jack was sitting opposite his 
mother, in the tidy little parlour, telling her 
of all that had happened to him. 

"Tve no patience with such people!" 
cried the old lady, stoutly, and peering over 
her spectacles. "You did quite right to 
leave them. I never did care about the 
match. A man in your position might do 
better than marry an artist's daughter." 

" That has nothing to do with it, mother. 
Mr. Meadowleigh is a fine fellow, and as 
good a gentleman as I am. And as for 
Alice, I intend to marry her, and no one 
else." 

"But one can't help thinking of the 
position. It is not even as if it were a pro- 
fessional man." 

" Hang the position I Fm not going to 
marry him. I've got my own position, and 
that's enough for anyone." 

" Of course you have ; and they ought to 
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be proud to have anyone in your position 
coming after their daughter, instead of try- 
ing to put difficulties in the way. They 
would be sorry enough to lose you." 

It was hitting the old lady on her most 
tender point to show anything like dis- 
paragement for her son, " the Captain." 

" I am afraid the difficulty is all of my 
own making," said Jack. 

"But they need not make such a fuss 
about it, such a trifle as it is!" And the 
widow bristled up, and spoke of " the trifle " 
as if she were a millionaire, and that two 
hundred pounds was only a matter of taking 
out her purse, containing, if truth be told, 
fourteen shillings and three pence, the sum- 
total of capital at present floating in and 
about Myrtle Cottage. 

After this came Mary Ann with the cloth, 
accompanied by a rush of savoury odours 
from the kitchen, where the saucepans were 
rattling bravely under the arms of Mary 
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Ann's mother ; and Jack had to give him- 
self up to a banquet for which he had but 
little appetite. Then he took his hat and 
stick, and went out to see some of his friends 
round about ; and did not come in again 
till teatime." 

" I have been thinking," said his mother, 
some time that evening, "that we ought to 
look up the HarkhoUows again. Mr. Hark- 
hollow was a great friend of your dear 
father, and we used to stay at Tolson 
nearly every Summer. He has been dead 
some years, but I have not neglected my 
correspondence with Mrs. Harkhollow ; and 
she has constantly expressed a wish to renew 
an acquaintance which was once regarded as 
so pleasurable to both of us." 

"But what is the use of going there? 
You can't ask Mrs. Harkhollow to lend me 
the money — she would not do it if you did ; 
and I could not take it from her." 

" I never dreamed of asking her. Jack. 
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Only it is a nice place to visit at ; and we 
ought to keep up that sort of people. 
There is no knowing when it may be 
useful ; and the HarkhoUows must be very 
well off to live in the style they do at Tol- 
son. Jane HarkhoUow, who will have it, 
is a most sensible girl, and very nice-look- 
ing." 

" Oh I if there is a girl in the case I won't 
go. I'm not in the humour to dance at- 
tendance on any young lady, nice-looking or 
not." 

" I am told there is excellent trout-fish- 
ing in the streams, and you know how fond 
you are of that. You might be out all day, 
and only meet the ladies at dinner-time. 
Depend upon it, dear, it's worth thinking 
about." 

But Jack did not see it, and would not 
be persuaded. Alice was too fresh in his 
mind for any other female shadow to blur 
that sweet image. His self-esteem had not 
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yet recovered from its recent buffeting, most 
of which had come to him, indirectly, it is 
true, at a woman's hands, and he was too 
sore to risk opening the wounds again. The 
trap, cleverly baited as it was by his mother, 
was there plain enough. He had been 
trotted out before for the inspection of well- 
to-do young ladies, and was beginning to see 
how withered were the fruits which such 
exercise produced. But now, of all times 
in his life, such treachery to Alice was too 
black for contemplation, and must be scouted 
on the spot. 

So Mrs. Silver, wise in her generation, 
said no more about Tolson and its chances 
that night. Jack was not a man to be 
driven, or talked over, and she felt that 
anything tnore said would only tend to make 
him more determined in his own opinion. 
But when she had seen him into his room, 
and had bestowed the kiss of peace on his 
cheek, she sat down and wrote to Mrs. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLBIGH. 145 

Harkhollow, to the effect that, if it was con- 
venient, she should be delighted to pay the 
promised visit to Tolson some time that 
month, " to enable her to renew an acquaint- 
ance so unhappily interrupted by the sad 
events which it was unnecessary to revert to. 
Her dear husband had always spoken in the 
highest terms of esteem of the lamented Mr. 
Harkhollow, and it was only what she felt 
sure he, poor dear man, had he been alive, 
would have wished, that she should renew 
a friendship which had always promised to 
be* one of the dearest among the many it 
was her privilege to possess." 

Then came a postscript, m which she added, 
" My son. Captain Silver, whom you may 
remember as quite a little boy during our 
last charming visit to your residence, has 
heard of the excellence of your trout-streams, 
and hints at the possibility of obtaining a 
short period of leave from his duties, in 
order to try his well-known skill as an 
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angler. I trust dear Jane has quite re- 
covered from the distressing cold you spoke 
of in your last letter." 

This epistle was addressed, and sent off 
to post before the Captain came down next 
morning, in happy ignorance of the plot 
which was in train against his love and 
liberty. 

*^ When shall you be here again. Jack?" 
asked the old lady at , breakfast. " You 
ought to take more leave than you do. You 
are quite fagged out with all this trouble. 
Why don't you leave oftener T 

•" I get as much leave as I want. IVe 
had ten days this month, and three days 
without end. I don't over-work myself, you 
may be sure." 

*' But this canteen money is worrying you 
so. Why don't you come down here and 
take a little rest ? You can do just as you 
please, and need not see a creature." 

" I'll come down for a bit, mother — next 
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week, perhaps. It all depends how the fel- 
lows go on. If they bother about this put- 
ting off the wedding, Fll come straight away. 
I can't stand chaff as I could once, and they 
never can see when a man has had enough." 

" Why not make up your mind, and come 
down to Tolson with me ?" 

"I would go, if there was not the 
girl. Fm not fit to do the polite, and she'll 
be asking me all about this affair with the 
Meadowleighs, and will take no end of inte- 
rest in me ; and I can't stand it." 

" But, from what I hear, I fancy she is 
not that sort of person at all ; * spoony/ as 
you call it, or sentimental. She appears 
to have inherited much of her father's 
taste for horses and dogs, and goes perfectly 
wild over them ; rides out hunting alone, and 
has dogs in her bed-room at night. From 
what Mrs. Harkhollow tells me, she must be 
more like a young man than an heiress." 

She laid the least stress in the world on 
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the term, and looked up cautiously to watch 
its effect on her son ; but he was eating his 
egg, and appeared absorbed in the opera- 
tion. 

" I should not get on with her. I know 
nothing of horses, and one looks such a fool 
with people who do." 

"But you would be out fishing all day, 
and need only see her at dinner. It's a 
charming place, and I hear the property 
has much improved in value since the rail- 
road went near it. Jane will be quite a 
catch one of these days." 

" Then let some one else catch her. Fm 
caught already. No, no, mother — I know 
what you want, but I can't do it — there !" 
and he began buttoning up his coat to go. 

" You'll never be happy with a poor wife, 
Jack." 

" I shall never be happy without Alice, 
mother 1 Rich or poor, she is going to be 
my wife. I'd rather take Alice as she is, 
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than half-a-dozen Miss Harkhollows — horses, 
dogs, and money into the bargain." 

After that the old lady gave up for the 
time, and contented herself with seeing to 
such creature comforts as lay in the filling of 
his pocket flask, tying up sandwiches which 
he never ate, and stowing away, in a sly 
corner of his portmanteau, several pounds of 
home-made cakes, for the ultimate nourish- 
ment of the Captain's soldier servant. 

Jack felt it quite a relief to get back to 
his regiment. The events of the last few 
days had bothered him. There had been 
too much of tragedy to suit his easy temper ; 
there had been tears, which he detested and 
which always made him cross; there had 
been those trying interviews with Claude and 
Mr. Gnaish, in both of which he had been 
worsted ; never before had the utter useless- 
ness of his way of life been so prominently 
brought before him, never till then had the 
reward for his labour appeared so abject, so 
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mean. His poverty had been the theme on 
which everything had turned ; and do what 
he would, with all his youth and health and 
advantage of station, he could not increase 
it by a sixpence. Had he been brought up 
as a merchant, he could have plunged into 
speculation, which at the worst could not 
leave him poorer than he was now. An 
artist, and his craving would have found 
vent on some gigantic canvas, when filled to 
be the glory of his name ; a lawyer, and by 
one glowing speech his fame would be set 
upon a rock, and the vista of a rich future 
would be smiling before him. But here, in 
the army, do what he would, whatever his 
talents, his inclinations, his ambition, there 
was always this wretched horizon of " eleven 
shillings and sevenpence " per day — a poor 
dribbling Rubicon that he could not get 
across. 

While he was alone all this was clear 
enough, and irritated him more and more ; 
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but once among his companions in arms 
again, his well-worn uniform on his back, 
and trudging to and fro from company to 
orderly room, from parade to mess, the old 
habits of routine came to his relief, and fill- 
ed in his time so well that there was but 
little space for other thoughts. And then 
the sole companionship of men all embarked 
in the same boat, all their ideas trained up 
the same trellis, all imbued with the convic- 
tion that this boat was the true ark, and 
they the favoured few who might escape the 
universal doom of labour ; mixing with such, 
soldiers, sons of soldiers, whose every thought 
centred in the regiment, and the pleasures 
which ever circled round so fine a pivot, 
it was natural enough that this truant should 
not stray long from the green pastures, or 
turn his prow for long from that golden 
strand where the dreamy syren-voices were 
ever floating, and their snow-white arms 
waving drowsy warning against profitless 
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wastes, the portion of the other toilers in 
the world's highroad. 

Not that his love for Alice was in any 
way dimmed ; her daily letter was as neces- 
sary at this time to his happiness as was his 
breakfast to his system, and he gave him- 
self some credit that on most days he sat 
down, apart from his friends, and wrote 
a tender, loving answer. True, there 
were days when so much affection was not 
committed to paper, always for some good 
reason, as he told her next time : one day 
the races and the " drag " started too early, 
then the " inspection," when everyone was 
in uniform from breakfast time till late at 
night, when the General left the mess-room ; 
another day a court-martial, of which he 
was president, a labour so fatiguing that it 
sent him fast asleep in his arm-chair when he 
should have been sitting at his writing-desk. 
And then Alice at a distance and on note- 
paper was almost better than the Alice of 
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late, with those grim dragons to guard the 
golden fruit, and the everlasting talk about 
money and its want. It was pleasant pas- 
time to read those sheets overflowing with 
descriptive reminiscenes of his own charms, 
and her appreciation of the noble sacrifices 
he was in the act of making to restore the 
money he had been so wickedly robbed of. 
And then, having regaled his self-esteem to 
satiety with reading and re-reading such 
paeans, it was pleasant to sit down to a well- 
lighted, excellently-served table, and regale 
his appetite with such dainties as are only 
known to the wealthy ; rather than to find 
himself opposite the homely " mutton and 
potatoes" of the artist's home, with the little 
*' maid " to wait on him, even though Alice 
herself was thrown into the bargain. 

The "chaff" he had dreaded had turned 
out a mistake, his brother officers abstaining 
from anything more than a few distant allu- 
sions to his affairs, owing to a rumour that 
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Jack's marriage had been broken off on 
account of his loss of the canteen funds ; 
and so everything tended to make his ab- 
sence from Alice all that he could desire. 
He had, nevertheless, one trouble — he had 
no one to whom he might open his heart, no 
one in whom to confide — at least, no one but 
those who would tell him in so many words 
that he was " uncommonly well out of it." 
Here were all these charming letters from 
Alice, in whose pages he figured as a hero ; 
all those early triumphs he had gained over 
the youths of her native town ; all that 
pluck he had shown when he asked such a 
girl as this to become his own; all her achieve- 
ments in ball-room or pic-nic, each of them 
reflecting a portion of glory on him as the 
proprietor of one so lovely ; all those tales of 
jealousy and bickering, of envy, hatred, and 
malice, which he had stirred up when he 
dared to carry off this " belle of the season.'^ 
That all this should be buried in his own 
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bosom as so many secrets, instead of being 
blazoned on his banner, to flaunt before the 
eyes of all whom such a gallant knight 
might approach, was indeed hard. 

Less cautious at first, he had tried to find 
out how opinions stood as to his conduct^ 
and how sympathies were running amongst 
his brother-officers. Maxwell, who was 
sitting up over his fire one night after mess, 
a general admirer of Jack's, was the selected 
victim. 

" I suppose you have heard why our 
marriage was put off?" began the bride-^ 
groom-elect. 

" This canteen business, I heard — is that 
it?" 

" Yes, that's it ; it's rather a nuisance, 
when things had gone so far." 

" I should say it's rather a good things 
old fellow ; they must be wretchedly poor 
people to cut up about a couple of hundred 
pounds." 
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*' It's the principle of the thing they go 
in for. Her father is such a conscientious 
fellow that he can't bear the least suspicion 
of anything not quite straight." 

"This thing's straight enough. No one 
says you are to blame, except for want of 
mercantile education or capacity." 

" If you only saw her, Maxwell, you 
would not wonder at my loving her. She's 
really splendid I" 

" I know your taste sufficiently well not 
to doubt it ; but still I think you are well 
out of it. You can't afford to marry." 

" But I'm not out of it ; we shall be mar- 
ried as soon as ever I have paid the money." 

'^ You'll never pay it. Jack — you know 
you will not — how can you ?" 

" But I must pay it ; they have ordered 
me to pay it." 

"Can you do it?" 

" Not just now." 

" When have you got to make it good ?" 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 157 

*' At the end of the quarter — more than 
a month j^et." 

" And have you done anything towards 
getting it?" 

"No, not yet." 

"You must do son^ething. Why don't 
you borrow it from an insurance office? 
I'll back your 'bill,' and HoUoway will 
make another ; they want two names." 

"Thanks, old boy; that's the last resource. 
I've seen so much of backing each other's 
* bills ' in the regiment, that I'll never ask a 
man to back mine till — till——" 

"Till you must; well, you can always 
count on me. Still I think you ought to 
break off this engagement." 

"What the deuce do you mean?" shouted 
Jack. 

" It's not fair to the girl ; you have no 
earthly chance of paying this money, except 
by borrowing at long interest, and you can't 
keep her on what you will have left." 
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" Why can't I ? Other fellows do/' 

" Other fellows don't — other fellows who 
do, have a father, or an uncle, or an old 
aunt, or some one to help them ; and you 
know, Jack, you have no one." 

" I can't break it off — it's gone too far ; 
it would break her heart." 

"That will mend itself — nothing will 
mend the other thing." 

"What, being poor?" 

"Yes — a wife and family, and nothing to 
keep them on." 

"Then I can never be married," said 
Jack, mournfully, "for I shall never be 
better off than I am now." 

" You can find plenty of girls with coin 
who would make just as good wives as girls 
•without it. If you must marry, look out 
for one of them." 

"It's just my luck to have hit on one 
with none; a man can't go picking about 
and falling into love with the girl who has 
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the most money. I can't, at least ; and if I 
had ray time over again I should do just 
what I have done, and what I am going to 
do.'' 

" What — marry Miss Meadowleigh ?" 

"Yes." 

" Then, my dear fellow, you're an idiot ; 
and my best wish for you both is that the 
young lady may be a little less of an idiot 
than the young gentleman she at present 
affects." 

With which comforting finale. Maxwell 
took himself off to bed. 

" That's the worst of the army," thought 
Jack, "it does make men so confoundedly 
selfish." But he never broached the sub- 
ject again to any of his friends ; and so 
ended his first and last attempt at confi- 
dences. 

"I'll run down to the cottage and look 
up my mother," he cried, some few days 
after the above conversation ; " I must talk 
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it over with somebody, only the cottage is 
so precious dull." 

Then the remembrance of the invitation to 
Tolson came across him. Why should he 
not go down there for a few days' fishing? 
After his enforced silence with the regiment 
even Miss HarkhoUow would be a relief, at 
least she would amuse him ; and she need 
know nothing about Alice, or this affair of 
the Canteen, 

So little by little he settled it with himself 
that there could be no harm, in regard to his 
feelings towards Alice, if he made acquaint- 
ance with this other young lady ; and there 
and then he wrote off to Myrtle Cottage, 
with the intelligence of his resolve. And 
so it was arranged that on a certain day 
he was to meet his mother at the junc- 
tion of the line which passed the village 
near which Tolson was situated, and that 
they should make a short visit, principally 
for piscatorial reasons, to the HarkhoUows. 
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CHAPTBE IX. 

THE HARKHOLLOWS OF TOLSON. 

innOLSON was in the same county as the 
-■- town where the Meadowleighs lived, 
on the outskirts of those same moorlands 
that map out for themselves so wide a space 
across the heart of fair Devon ; lying just 
where the granite loses itself in the rounded 
hills and wooded coombes of the sand- 
stone. 

At the station was waiting a cumbersome, 
roomy carriage of antique pattern, drawn by 
a pair of large fat horses, and driven by a 
large fat coachman on a faded hammer- 
cloth. 
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" Be yeou the Captain and his lady vor 
Tolson, sir?" said he, leaning towards them. 
" Plaze yer was teu excuse ray lady, and if 
yer would open the door for yerselves, vor 
John, he be gone teu Sells-Barton vor Miss 
Janie's new pups, and the horses um woant 
stand, and my lady say wuU yer plaze teu 
leave yer boxes and John 'uU come after um 
in the cart as soon as ever he deu comeback 
vrom t' Barton." 

"How far is it to Tolson?" asked Jack. 

" Better part of vour mile along the road, 
but tis a main cut shorter across the vields." 

Whereupon Jack gave out his intention 
to try the shorter cut ; he was cramped with 
sitting so long in the railway carriage, and 
the walk would do him good, and give him 
an appetite. So Mrs. Silver was hoisted 
into the carriage, with her band-boxes and 
the Captain's fishing-rods, and was started off 
alone, in all the glory of the fat horses and 
coachman. Then Jack inquired of the soli- 
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tary porter the way, and started on foot 
across the fields. 

He had crossed some half-dozen of them, 
following the little footpath he had been 
shown, when he heard a voice shouting, 

" Hi ! hi I there, that's not the way to 
Tolson 1" 

He looked back, and' saw appearing over 
a hedge, a tall, big girl, mounted on a tall, 
big-boned, bay horse, with her hand to her 
mouth ; some three or four fox-hounds fill- 
ing up with their heads a gap close at hand. 
The appearance was so unexpected that 
for the moment he lost his presence of mind 
and merely stared at her. 

" Don't you hear ?" she cried again louder, 
" that's not the way to Tolson ; turn back 
and go by the brook." Then clambering 
the big bay over the gap, she came towards 
him at a hand canter, the hounds trailing 
lazily after her. 

" They told me this was the way at the 
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Station," said Jack, when she had come up 
to him. 

" Oh f then you're Jack Silver?" 

" Yes, 1 am." 

" And Tm Janie Harkhollow. How are 
you, Jack? We are introduced now, mind 
that," and she leant over her horse's withers, 
and held out her hand to him. ** You see, 
one must take the dogs out, so I thought 
I'd come this way, on the off-chance of see- 
ing what you were like. You would have 
been a muff to have gone boxed up in the 
* family hearse '-r-that's mamma's carriage, 
you know. You're not as big as I ex- 
pected." 

" No ? — I hope I'm not too small for your 
taste," said Jack, gallantly. 

" There has been so much about you in 
all mamma's letters, that I made up my 
mind you must be six feet at least. You 
don't look like a Captain." 
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'* You would not have me come down in 
uniform, would you ?" 

"Wouldn't 1? Why, I've worn scarlet 
myself, hunting. It's the finest colour there 
is after a spill or two. It shouldn't be too 
new. There, it's no use talking about it. 
It's more than a month to cub-hunting. Of 
course you like hunting?" 

" I've not hunted much in England," said 
Jaftk, rather bashfully. 

"Then we'll teach you — oh I I forgot, 
you like fishing — that's poor sport. The 
parsons fish about here — down, * Galyad I' " 
And she cracked her whip about the offend- 
ing Gaylad's ears, in a manner that left him 
anything but playful. "You'll like this 
place for a week, Jack — you don't mind my 
calling you Jack, do you? Mamma says 
we were babies together in papa's time, so 
it's all right, isn't it, Jack ?" 

" You must let me call you Jane, then." 

"No, I won't ; or Miss HarkhoUow either 
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— ^it's such a mouthful. My name's Janie." 

"Well, Janie — it's prettier than Jane. 
I'll call you Janie — Janie." 

"Tolson's a little dull for a man. But 
then you need not stay there. You can 
have Duke — he's the black brown, you 
know ; or there's Cyrus — he's the chestnut, 
with a white stocking on the off-fore, only 
he's queer about the temper, and wants 
riding — you'll like the Duke best." 

" What do you call the one you are riding 
now?" 

" He's the Rake — one of the quiet ones. 
There's Ruby, bright bay — I like her best, 
she is a beauty; and RoUo, only he's so 
slow. I don't care for any of the others — 
they put them in the ' hearse,' and they get 
stupid with trundling it about." 

All this time she had been walking her 
horse by his side, along the path she had 
pointed out as leading to Tolson. In front 
there was a rustic bridge, over a pretty 
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winding brook. " Come, boy I" she cried, 
when they came into the straight, giving the 
bay a smart tap with her whip, that made 
him start again. *' Halloa I Gaylad, Trueman, 
Woodstock, hark to him I hark away ! The 
horse cantered easily on, the hounds with their 
noses down, and tails erect, galloping in 
front. "I'm over first !" she shouted back ; 
and touching the bay again as she got to 
the water, she landed him on the other side 
with hardly an effort. "Don't he jump 
clean, Jack ? He's better at ^ timber,' though. 
I'll show you the big ' post-and-rail ' we 
smashed last season. I took it first because 
Charlie Bulstrover was bothering me, and I 
wanted to give him a * lead.' " 

"He certainly jumped that beautifully. 
But there is a great deal in the hand. You 
sit a horse just as a lady should, and just as 
so few ladies do sit." 

Jack did not know much about it, but felt 
that this was pretty safe ground. 
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*'OhI that's nothing. Wait till I take 
you over by Slatcombe, round the * Devil's 
Ridges.' Do you know the Moor at all ?" 

" I've been all over Dartmoor." 

"Ah I it's better here. There are no 
deer on that moor — there are plenty here. 
They have given up hunting them since 
papa's time. Charlie Bulstrover hasn't got 
the pluck to take it up — sticks to the foxes. 
Of course you know the Bulstrovers?" 

"No. I'm a stranger, recollect. Who 
are they ?" 

"Why, Charlie's father took the county 
when papa died, and now Charlie hunts it. 
He's Sir Charles, you know, and lives over 
at the big place, Bulstrover Park; but I 
don't care much for him — he don't care for 
the hunting really — he only does it because 
it's the thing, you know — rubbish 1" And 
she cantered on a little, returning to Jack 
quite flushed with the warmth of her senti- 
ments touching the Bulstrovers. "There is 
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Tolson 1" she cried, pointing to an old gable 
end, where the rooks were circling that 
peeped out of the elms in front of them. 
*' Mamma's not well, so we must sit up and 
amuse ourselves. Do you play backgam- 
mon?" 

" Yes — I shall beat you at that." 

** It's a bargain— sixpence a game, and the 
money down on the table. 1 don't like 
playing for love." 

" I'm glad to hear that. You like it in 
earnest ?" 

'* Now, Jack, none of your speeches. I'm 
not going to be in love while you are here. 
I'm not going to talk about it, so I warn 
you at once. I love Ruby, and Rake, and 
RoUo, and Trueman, and all the rest — don't 
I, boys ?" And she set them all careering 
round her with a crack of her hunting- 
thong. 

*'You need not be ' afraid," laughed 
Jack. " I'm in love already, somewhere 
else." 
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" Oh I worse and worse I Then you'll be 
writing letters, and sighing, and gazing at 
pictures of her. I do detest spoons I They're 
like curates — abominations I" 

" Fm not so bad as all that ; and I will 
promise not to mope, or gaze, or sigh, or 
write, or do anything else of the sort while 
I'm here." 

"That's right; then we shall get on. 
Now open that gate for me. Steady, Rake, 
steady ! • Don't let it swing back. It makes 
them fidget so." Then, without more ado, 
she lifted her leg out of the crutch, and slid 
lightly down on to the ground, gathering up 
her short habit with one hand, and giving 
the bay a parting tap with the other. 

"Go home, boy, go home!" she cried, 
gaily, and the horse, with a glad whinny, 
trotted off down the side-alley towards the 
stables. 

" Now, Jack, welcome to Tolson !" She 
held out her hand, and shook his warmly. 
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" Mind what I told you, and we shall be all 
sorts of friends. Now come in, and I'll show 
you your room." 

She ran up the steps before him, and in 
at the open door. Round the hall were 
ranged rows of glass cases, containing 
the skins of departed hounds, as hideous as 
death and bad stuffing could make them. 
There was a huge painted picture, framed, 
on one side, the men on round-sterned, bob- 
tailed cobs, in very tight pink, and pigtails, 
a brass plate below signifying that the pic- 
ture was presented to Edward Harkhollow, 
Esquire, M.F.H., by the members of the 
Quedgley Hunt, on his fulfilling a certain 
number of decades in that position. Oppo- 
site was a trophy of whips, spurs, bits, 
bridles, foxes' brushes, badgers' heads, otters' 
heads, stags' heads, and other insignia of the 
chase, arranged as a star. And on a mat in 
the centre lay a huge, measly-looking hound, 
full of scars and age, but thumping the floor 
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heavily with his tail, in appreciation of the 
arrival of hi$ mistress, 

"That's Blazer! Isn't he a beauty? 
Poor old man 1" And she knelt down, and 
taking the dog's head on her lap, caressed it 
fondly. 

'* He looks very old," said Jack. 

"Yes, he's past twenty. He's the only 
one left of the old pack. He never leaves 
his mat. Mamma says he should be poisoned, 
but I won't have it. I'm sure he's very 
happy — eh. Blazer?" And the old dog 
wagged his tail painfully and slowly, as well 
as he could, to say, " Yes." 

" There is your room, number two on the 
left, up the staircase. I am next to you, in 
the buff room, so don't make a mistake ; 
iand no smoking at night. Dinner at seven, 
and be sure you're hungry. Tolson air is 
famous for giving an appetite. Now I'm 
going to see the litter John has brought. 
Dress for dinner. Mamma is very particular, 
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only she won't be there — but I am just the 
same." 

She nodded gaily to him, and went out by 
a baize-covered door behind the staircase, 
singing a snatch of ** John Peel " as she 
went down the corridor that led out past the 
kitchens to the stable-yard. 

Then Jack mounted the oaken stairs, the 
side-wall hung with more sporting subjects, 
alternated by a few family portraits, with 
faces, as Jack thought, not unlike the general 
type which horses, dogs, and human beings 
seemed to possess in common at Tolson. 
"Number two" was a large, comfortable 
chamber. A bright-burning fire threw fitful 
gleams across the carpet, and into the re- 
cesses of the ponderous four-poster, hung 
with drapery almost funereal, and thence 
touching up the inevitable horses and hounds 
on the walls with a ruddy, life-giving glow. 
The evening was drawing in, and the blinds , 
were down, the wax-lights standing on the 
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dressing-table all ready to be lit up. It was 
very comfortable, and Jack could not help 
comparing the luxury here with the homely 
little iron bedstead, and cheap ornaments — 
provided, though he did not know it, out of 
Alice's slender purse — of the artist's home. 

Not that Jack disparaged these things 
unduly; his own room in barracks was 
scantily furnished enough ; but there is 
something attractive in profusion— in the 
evidence of that state of life in which the 
thought of money and cost-price need not 
intrude. It seems to shut out so many of 
the smaller disagreeables of life, to put a 
high fence between such minor troubles as 
come at the hands of bakers, and butchers, 
and tradespeople in general ; it has a way 
of raising one's self-esteem on a little pin- 
nacle just above our other dearest friends. 
We need no longer waste our anxieties, 
when Mrs. So-and-so's big carriage is seen 
coming down the road, as to whether our 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 175 

door will be passed in favour of those next 
door and poorer neighbours of ours ; we at 
least cannot be left out in the cold, and we 
never consider that, while these neighbours 
of mean habit are honoured by the big car- 
riage for their own sakes, it is our Railway 
Debentures, Bank Stock, and Family Farms 
in the next county, and not ourselves, which 
are glorified. 

So Jack, who was but mortal, and very 
much mortal indeed, sat down in the com- 
fortable arm-chair in front of the fire, and 
pulling off his boots, drew comparisons at 
his ease. Then a bell rang somewhere, 
and a tidy little maid brought in his hot 
water, and blushed out the tidings that it 
was "half an hour to dinner," and then 
scuttled off with such descriptions of '^ the 
Captain" as her imagination and memory 
could supply. So Jack arrayed himself 
with care, re-arranging the damaged ^' but- 
ton-hole " that had travelled with him ; and, 
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giving almost an artistic " last touch " to his 
tie, went down the old oak stairs in a 
very comfortable state of body and mind 
indeed. 
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CHAPTER X. 



ELIJAH. 



HE was the first to enter the drawing- 
room, and so had time to look around 
him. 

It was a good-sized room, rather low, as 
were all the rooms at Tolson, with three 
tall, narrow windows, festooned with cur- 
tains, and a big fire blazing in the hearth, 
though it was early Autumn. Round the 
walls, which were covered with a most in- 
tricate and fatiguing pattern in dead gold 
on a glazy white ground, were more por- 
traits of horsey favourites long since defunct. 
There was Ajax and Alcalde, Clara and 
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Saucebox, Pitch and Toss, and Lycidas, and 
so on, all labelled on golden tablets with 
name, age, and exploits, but with such a 
family resemblance in their curved Roman 
noses and blunt round sterns, that, had the 
tablets been removed or transposed, it is 
doubtful if even their late owner could have 
been blamed for recounting the deeds of 
Lycidas over the portrait of Alcalde, or 
chronicling that famous run " from Foxley 
Gorse to Swinley Bottom," of which Sauce- 
box was the heroine, to her next-door 
neighbour, Caroline. 

The furniture was old-fashioned and 
faded, but comfortable, and the oak floor 
was polished like a nut-brown mirror. The 
ornaments were decidedly the weakest part 
of the whole — dingy specimens of coral, 
smoke-dyed and chipped; a tea-caddy of 
the rudest Chinese workmanship, and lame 
of a leg ; a set of chess-men near it, much 
the same, and considerably mutilated ; some 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 179 

wax flowers, impossible to any system, in 
an alabaster vase, like a funereal urn, the 
flowers evidently of home manufacture and 
remote date ; several worsted- worked cush- 
ions of gorgeous patterns, representing 
scenes of real life in squares of Berlin 
wools; a stuffed pheasant under a table, 
and a large hound on the hearthrug, which 
Jack took to be stuffed too, till he ventured 
near, when the specimen began to growl 
audibly, and just as he was endeavouring to 
pacify it, the door behind him opened, and 
Miss HarkhoUow came in. 

Jack was so surprised at the change in 
her appearance that he actually felt his face 
growing red, and, for the moment, forgot 
the accustomed formula of polite require- 
ments. He had last seen her dressed in an 
extremely short *' habit," cut so as to give 
the utmost freedom to her limbs ; wearing a 
hat altogether disreputable, with such of her 
hair as was not tucked under it straggling 
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about her back in streaks ; her face flushed 
scarlet with exercise, and a hunting-whip in 
her dogskin-gloved hands. Now there 
was the same face, the same figure, the 
same expression, but all without those 
almost masculine, or rather boyish, touches 
that had added so much originality to her 
portrait. A high, square-cut dress, of some 
soft shade of grey, picked out with bits of 
colour, floating round her figure in all that 
grace which marks a dress not altogether 
home-made; hair, glossy now, auburn or 
red, according as sympathies were for or 
against its owner, twined and moulded so 
perfectly it seemed there could not be a hair 
astray, athick roll justabove the jforehead add- 
ing another inch or more to a height already 
beyond the span of woman, and a cool, 
dear face just lighted with a smile of kindly 
welcome ; the whole a polished piece of 
symmetry, admirably put together, yet so 
very human — woman-like. 
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" So we are to dine tete-h-tite" she said. 
*^Mrs. Silver Vill take her dinner with 
mamma ; they have so much to talk about." 

" It seems I am to be in luck to-day," said 
Jack, gallantly. 

"You are indeed. I never knew a 
stranger go so near ' Cracksman ' without 
his biting him." 

" He had it in his mind, but you saved 
me^ — that's twice to-day. You must be the 
good fairy come to take care of me, that I 
waited for so long." 

" I must beg you to get rid of all your 
pretty speeches before dinner. Captain Jack, 
if only to spare Elijah." 

"Elijah? Is that the prophet, or an- 
other dog ?" 

" Elijah is the butler," said Janie, grave- 
ly; "it's an old custom the people had 
about here to give such names to their 
children. It must strike you as strange — 
we are used to it now ; our cook's name is 
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Tabitha, and there is an Obadiah and a 
Senacherib about the stables." 

Then the door opened wide, and a stately- 
little old man in black, with hair so white that 
it made his neckcloth look dingy by con- 
trast, announced that " dinner was served." 

"Elijah?" whispered Jack, as he offered 
his arm. 

" Yes," said she, looking up at his hand- 
some face with eyes in which laughter was 
brimming over, and only held within boun- 
daries by the needful proprieties. 

She was barely touching his arm, just 
laying the tips of her fingers on the broad- 
cloth ; but the touch, light as it was, seemed 
to send a pleasant tingle through his veins. 
There was some inexpressible charm in her 
manner ; the wild, active, boisterous girl of 
the afternoon was moulded into all the grace 
and dignity of a highly-bred woman — it was 
a puzzle to him. 

" Mamma proposes that we shall call on 
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Lady Bulstrover to-morrow," said she, when 
they were seated opposite to one another at 
either end of the dinner-table ; " will you 
ride, or do you prefer the carriage ?" 

"You ride, I suppose?" 

"Oh! always." 

"Then I'll ride too," said Jack. 

Something very like a low chuckle 
sounded behind Jack's chair just then ; but 
when he turned round there was no one but 
Elijah, solemn and erect. Janie's face was 
bent over her plate, and what he could see 
of it was pinker than before. It bothered 
him, and for a minute or two they went on 
with the meal in silence. 

" What sort of people are they ?" he said, 
at last. " Is Sir Charles married?" 

" Oh, no ; he is quite young^ — not more 
than seven and twenty. He was in the 
* Blues ' till the other day ; and only left 
when his father, old Sir Charles, died." 
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" And you see a great deal of them, be- 
ing such near neighbours ?" 

" Yes ; Charlie and I have been brought 
up together. I call him my big brother." 

" He'd call yew my lady, if yew'd take 
his asking !" The words came from behind 
Jack's chair — ^there was no mistaking the 
culprit this time, yet when he glanced round 
there was Elijah, silent and unmoved as a 
'Statue. 

" Charlie is the laziest man I know," said 
Janie, wishing to pass over the interruption ; 
" his constant complaint is that he must live 
down at Bulstrover and hunt the county, 
because his father hunted it before him ; he 
likes riding well enough, and he is the nicest 
man in North Devon, yet he makes the 
most disagreeable master of hounds I 
know." 

" The old Bamet 'ud jump in his greave 
to see un I" 

It was the ghostly voice again. 
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"When papa had the hounds, he used to 
boast that he rode over sixteen parishes six 
days a week, and there was not a man or 
woman, m any one of thera, did not wish it 
was seven. Now the railroad brings up so 
many strangers from miles away, and the 
country people complain about the careless 
riding." 

" Parcel of town-chaps slummacking and 
raiding over the vields !" put in the oracular 
voice behind the chair. 

The subject was evidently a sore one with 
the butler, who was growing emotional, and 
so Janie quietly changed it. 

" How far is the moor from here ?" asked 
Jack. 

" There are outlying bits within a mile of 
Tolson, but Exmoor proper is nearly seven. 
That is one of the rides I will take you." 

" You forget my leave is only for three 
days ; and I came here for the fishing," said 
Jack, laughing. 
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"If you prefer fishing," she answered, 
looking up to see whether he spoke in jest. 
Then catching the sparkle in his eyes, she 
added, *' You will find Elijah a most valuable 
companion ; he knows every stream about 
the estate, and has fished every ' stickle ' 
times again ; you shall be committed to 
his charge. Poor trout I how I pity them !'" 

"Don't pity them — the trout are safe 
enough from me." 

"What, when Elijah is with you?" 

"Hang Elijah!" thought Jack, but he 
only said, " I think I shall prefer the moor 
and Bulstrover ; fishing is cold work these 
Autumn days." 

"Pa'ason chap coome here vishing, but 
the vish were main shy for un !" put in the 
voice again. 

Janie coloured up and seemed on the 
point of saying something, but she checked 
herself, and got very interested in her plate. 

" There is still a day left," went on Jack, 
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as soon as he had recovered from the 
interruption; "what do you propose for 
that?" 

"It will be a Sunday — do you go to 
church?" 

"Yes, generally — ^in the service we are 
obliged to go." 

" Then we will walk to Slatcombe ; it is 
bad riding up the lane, and it is the dearest 
little place ; besides, we are in the parish. 
It's only a chapel of ease, but everything is 
nicely done, and the sermons are always 
short. I have not been there for months." 

" A long lane with a church tew the end 
of it — it's what they all look tew !" 

"Elijah I" said Jane quietly, *'go and see 
if Harris is attending on mamma ; I think I 
heard her bell ring twice." 

The old butler marched off and opened 
the door, turning round to make a stately 
bow as he left the roonj. 

"I really think we must get rid of 
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Elijah," said Janie, as soon as they were 
alone ; " when we are by ourselves his re- 
marks are of no consequence, bat it must be 
so awkward for visitors, and he always 
breaks out more than usual when there 
are any." 

*^ It is a little startling at first; my fear 
was that I should begin to laugh, and I 
could never look at him again if I did." 

** He is such an old favourite, and is so 
attached to us, that I do not think it would 
• be possible to send him away. Has he been 
to your room yet ?" 

*' No. Is that another weakness?" 

" He often does it, if he takes a fancy to 
anyone. Do you smoke ?" 

" Yes." 

"Then after you have got rid of me, go 
into the butler's room and have your cigar ; 
you will make a friend of him for life, and 
it's something to be in Elijah's good books 
at Tolson." 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 189 

Then the servants came in, followed by 
Elijah, and nothing more was said. 

After dinner, Janie got the backgammon 
board, and the two sat down for the pro- 
mised game. She was sitting on the sofa, 
backed up with some of the gorgeous 
worsted work cushions, their bright colours 
in excellent contrast to the grey of her 
dress. The light was just enough to blend, 
without finding out one colour distinctly; 
there was a cabinet of dark wood behind 
her, a sort of frame to her figure ; the light, 
caught up by the gloss .of her hair, flowing 
upwards in a pretty ripple, and so across 
and out of the far corner of the framing ; a 
glorious effect of light and shade, just as 
Reuben would have imagined, or Titian 
have painted it. 

Jack sat on a little chair opposite — ^be- 
tween them was the board, on, a low, red- 
covered table, almost the only modern piece 
of furniture in the room. Then there was 
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old " Cracksman" on the hearthrug, and a 
pleasant flicker of firelight over all. Jack 
thought it so pleasant that he played badly, 
and was beaten game after game. He found 
it so tempting to steal glances at the pretty 
picture opposite, and so difficult to keep his 
eyes on the board, or his thoughts on the 
moves, that a baby would have beaten 
him. 

"That makes five games to me; why, I 
thought you said you could play," said Janie, 
at last losing patience, but knowing all the 
time the cause that had given her so much 
victory. 

"Sol can, only you play better," said Jack, 
taking advantage of the opportunity for a 
bolder look. 

"That's nonsense; no one who knows a 
bit about backgammon would ever play 
* size-ace' lil^e that." 

" No, of course not ! I was thinking of 
something else just then." 
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" That is a very bad compliment to me, 
sir I 

"I did not mean it as such, indeed!" 
and she caught his eyes fixed on her in a 
way that made her look away again very 
quickly. 

"Now listen, Jack," she was looking 
straight at him this time, " I'm going to tell 
you a story." 

" A true one ?" 

"Yes, quite true." 

" Then I'm sure it will be stupid, even 
though you tell it." 

" No, it will not ; it's about myself." 

"That is quite different. I'm sorry I 
spoke." 

" Once upon a time," she began, with an 
indescribable sparkle in her eyes, "there 
was a young man, a ' paason chap,' as Elijah 
called hira, came here to fish " 

" And caught nothing ? " interrupted 
Jack. 
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'* Yes, he did, plenty of trout ; we used 
to eat them for breakfast every morning ; 
but being an ambitious sort of ' paason chap,' 
he was not content to catch trout — he want- 
ed larger fish." 

" Pike, I suppose." 

" No, guess again !" 

" Eels — there are no other kinds here." 

" Yes, there are — young ladies 1" 
. ** Oh !" said Jack, beginning to feel a little 
uneasy. 

" So this * paason chap' asked one of these 
very large fish, who shall be nameless, to 
come out with him one day, on pretence of 
helping him to catch the poor little trout ; 
and when the big fish was quite away from 
the pretty pond where its home was, this 
treacherous fisherman tried to squeeze this 
nice, fine, big fish into his own tiny, trumpery 
basket." 

" And would not the fish go in ?" 

"No; it boxed his ears till they rang 
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again, and sent him home for a clothes- 
brush, because in trying to catch the fish he 
had gone down on his knees, and there were 
patches of mud on them." 

"That's not a nice story," said Jack. 

" Why do you say that ?" 

"Because it's got a moral, and stories 
with morals are made for children." 

" Fm glad, nevertheless, you see it has a 
moral." 

"Yes; but the moral does not touch 
me." 

"No— why?" 

" Because — " and then he stopped short, 
the words that were on his tongue died 
away ; " because I don't care for fishing at 
all ; and big fish in particular are so apt to 
break away at the last moment ; besides, if 
you do land one, it is seldom worth 
eating." 

"Thank you, air," she said, half rising 
with a mock curtsey. 
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"You see I can moralize too." 

" Yes, but your moral was rude." 

" And yours was without a point. Morals 
should point and adorn the tale." 

" My tale was true." 

" Yes, of the * paason chap ;' it applies to 
no one else." 

" I thought it might some day." 

"Some day — that is a day that never 
comes. But what became of the * paason 
chap' after all?" 

" Married a governess, and has twins 1" 

" What an escape 1" 

"For him?" 

"No, for the fish." 

Then the bell rang, and the servants came 
trooping in for "prayers," an ordeal that 
Janie went through with perfect self-posses- 
sion, reading the short service with admirable, 
composure, and receiving each of their bows 
or curtseys, as they went out, with a charm- 
ing bend. Then she followed herself, after 
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a shake of the hand for Jack, which he 
fancied would have been much more pleasant 
if it had been warmer. 

" Go and have your cigar and a chat with 
Elijah ; his room is just inside the door there, 
on the left. Good night, and pleasant 
dreams, Captain Jack !" and she swept up 
the staircase, with the eyes of all the ances- 
tors upon her, and looking anything but a 
descendant of the fat, flabby, sensual faces 
and dingy frippery that stared at her out of 
the canvas. 

"What a splendid girl!" thought Jack, 
as he watched her with longing eyes ; " it's 
just my luck not to have met her first." 

Which little, silent speech showed two 
things plainly enough. First, that Captain 
Jack Silver was as conceited as most men 
are on the subject of his own powers with 
regard to women ; and^ secondly, that the 
grey limestone of South Devon was already 
paling in the red glare pf the northern 
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sandstone. While he was still lost in this 
pleasant reverie, a voice sounded at his 
elbow : 

"Plaze, Captain, would yew take yer 
smoake in ray reum — it's warm and com- 
fortable, and if yew were tew sit there all 
night, t'would be none the worse of the 
smoake." 

It was Elijah, who was standing with the 
open green baize door in his hand, by way 
of making his invitation more pressing ; and 
Jack, nothing loath, broke off from his 
thoughts and went with him to his room. 

It was, as he said, warm and comfortable. 
The stone floor was matted over with faded 
drugget, the walls hidden by presses, cup- 
boards, shelves, and all those other fittings 
that plate, wine, and butter require. Be- 
side the fire was an oaken settle, placed so 
as to shut off any draught from the door ; in 
firont a table furnished with glasses and a 
tobacco-stopper; and on the hob of the 
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little old-fashioned grate a kettle was sing- 
ing. The mantelshelf was crowded with 
silhouettes and dingy photographs, and 
above it hung " the portrait of a gentleman," 
with the never-absent quadruped between his 
knees. 

•' Portrait of Maister of Shunks," volun- 
teered Elijah, seeing Jack looking at itw 
'^Edward HarkhoUow, Es-quire, J.P., eigh- 
teen-stun-six, raiding his celebrated 'unter, 
*'Otspur,' by Canute, out of Devonshire 
Lass, painted by Dannel Shunks, Es-quire, 
of the city of Exeter, artist, the great por- 
trait painter of the West of England." 

He repeated it off by heart without a 
stop, evidently well up in his lesson. 

Jack expressed his admiration of the por- 
trait, and then sat down on the settle, and 
pulled out his cigar-case. 

"If yew laike whisljey or brandy best, 
it's here, Captain ; the whiskey's what mais- 
ter drunk every night of his life, and left a 
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main few yet vor they who comes after 'im, 
pity 'twas only a female, begging pardon of 
Miss Jane, who doesn't drink spirits." 

" Miss Jane seems to keep up her father's 
love of horses." 

" Love of 'um ! — she dew doate on 'urn — 
and as vor raiding 'um, there's never a man 
this saide the country can show Miss Jane the 
road. Oh I she's a rare plucked un, is Miss 
Jane. Why, sir, I've seen her raide up to 
young Maister Charles — that's Sir Charles 
now — just as he might be casting round vor 
a gap or a bit dewn now, and shame 'ua 
into following her over the biggest place, 
and he's no fool across a horse. She 'ud 
have made a man of 'un if they'd coome 
togaither." 

" You mean married him ? Was it spoken 
of as likely?" 

" She 'ud be my Lady Bulstrover to-mor- 
row, if she 'ud hold her little finger to 'un. 
Sir Charles was crule bad vor her, and used 
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tew raide so desperate laike when she were 
out, volks said he was bewitched ; but she 
'udn't take 'un, and it's all gone by now — 
more's the pity, and the properties laiying 
so near togaither." 

Jack puffed away at his cigar in silence, 
but his thoughts were galloping. Even if 
Alice was not there, what chance would he 
have when the Baronet of Bulstrover Park 
was found wanting? Alice had fallen pros- 
trate before his charms at the first sound of 
his trumpets — anyone could have asked and 
had there, " Why was she not like those 
girls in higher spheres, who refuse titles, 
and don't drop off the branch, like over-ripe 
plums, whenever a passing gust happens to 
pass their way? After all, a fellow does 
like a little^ blood/" 

Then AKce, with her sweet face and 
gentle manners, came vividly before him, 
making him kick out his leg impatiently, as if 
he would chase away these unholy thoughts. 
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" She's the best, after all — trumps to the 
backbone. I could not stand the* racket 
with the other girl — horses, dogs, baronets 
— anything but me !" 

Then he sipped his whiskey-and-water, 
and leant back with an easy air of proprie- 
torship not lightly to be disturbed, and he 
vowed eternal fealty and service once again 
to his true and only love. 

" If yew'U plaze tew traie the stream," 
said Elijah, " I know every hole and stickle 
round vor miles, and I'll tie yew a fly that 
'uU kill more fish in a day than yeour 
teown-maide dappers 'uU raise in a month. 
I learned that fly vrom Jan Davis, who got 
tew years vor snaring a pheasant in maister's 
time, and died away without impairting it 
tew anyone else." 

" I don't think I shall fish ; Miss Hark- 
hollow is going to show me the country, 
and I prefer riding." 

" Yew'U have tew be good at it tew keep 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 201 

to her raiding. Sir Charles traied it against 
her, and came nigh slipping out of Baronet 
and Bulstrover, tew lie in Bulstrover 
Church-acre." 

" Did he fall and hurt himself?" 

"Nigh broke his neck; he lay in bed 
days, and they fetched all the Lunnon 
doctors tew see 'un. Volks said 'twas after 
he spoke up to Miss Jane, and she led 'un 
this way to answer 'un." 

Jack sipped at his tumbler again pensive- 
ly. After all, he had done wisely in this 
matter of Alice. Here was one proposal 
ending in a broken neck, and that other 
one she had told him about with a pair of 
smarting ears ! How many more had there 
not been whose stories were yet*to come ? 
What might not be the fate of the next 
one ? Better Alice a thousand times than 
this, with such dangerous contingencies 
attached ! 

Then he threw away his cigar-end, and, 
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finishing his whiskey, allowed Elijah to 
show him up to his room. But, before he 
blew out the candles, he took out the por- 
trait of Alice, and sticking it up on the 
dressing-table between the lights, leant on 
his elbows and looked at it long and loving- 
ly. "Dear old girl! — to think I ever 
dreamt of anyone but* you I " Then he 
kissed the poor mute cardboard, and, laying 
it down tenderly, puffed out the lights, and 
diving under the mournful canopy that hung 
over the four-poster, went quickly off to sleep 
with her image under his eyelids, a shadowy 
Alice to bear him company to dreamland. 
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CHAPTER XL 

MISS HARKHOLLOW GIVES A RIDING-LESSON. 

A T breakfast next morning it was 
-^^ decided that the visit to Bulstrover 
should be made after luncheon, the two 
elder ladies using the carriage, and Janie 
and Jack going on horseback. So Jack, 
when these arrangements were complete, 
strolled off to the stables for his cigar, and 
left the ladies to their own diversions in the 
morning-room. 

Mrs. HarkhoUow was a small-sized, 
faded woman, with a wan, care-for-nothing 
expression, quite neat in her dress, which 
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was of some dingy black material, relieved 
by a cap in which lavender and white rib- 
bons were conspicuous. She was working 
at another of those " scenes in real life " 
which already abounded to excess in the 
drawing-room, and seemed thoroughly 
engrossed in sorting the shades of wool and 
counting the stitches. Mrs. Silver, stout 
and hearty, gorgeous in " moir6 antique " 
and side-curls, sat near her — a contrast in 
every way. Mrs. HarkhoUow's eyes were 
weak and watery ; Mrs. Silver peered almost 
fiercely over her gold-rimmed spectacles at 
the tatting she was busy upon, as if she 
were quite prepared to take it into instant 
custody should a stitch dare to go astray. 
Janie sat by one of the windows, dressed in 
a well-fitting morning-dress, plain and quiet, 
and was scanning the county paper. 

" I suppose you see a great deal of your 
aristocratic neighbours," Mrs. Silver was 
saying. " What a charming privilege it is 
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to have such good society, and so close to 
you, too I" 

" The Bulstrovers end ourselves are great 
friends. Lady Bulstrover is a most supe- 
rior person, and extremely well-informed; 
she is one of the few persons round Tolson 
with whom I can sit and not feel tired ; and 
Janie and Sir Charles " 

"Mamma!" said Janie's warning voice 
from the window ; whereupon Mrs, Hark- 
hollow shrank down over her worsteds, and 
said no more. 

" My son," continued her friend, " will be 
charmed to make the acquaintance of Sir 
Charles. Army men, my dear Janie, under- 
stand each other so well, and Jack has 
moved in the highest circles." 

But Janie, thus appealed to, gave no 
sign of an answer ; the paper was between 
her face and the widow, and so she did 
not see the smile which was playing 
there, and which was something more 
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comical than was proper in a young lady. 

"How time goes onl" said Mrs. Hark- 
hollow, in her soft bleating voice. "I 
remember, as if it was yesterday, the Squire 
taking up your dear little boy, and trotting 
down the drive with him in front of the 
saddle ; it was * Radical,' Janie — you recol- 
lect him." 

" Yes, mamma ; a bay with a blaze on his 
face. Papa used to ride him to cover." 

" Tew be sure, how fond the Squire was 
of the dear child 1" 

Mrs. HarkhoUow's late husband was 
always " the Squire " with his widow. 

"He is a noble fellow," answered Jack's 
mother ; " and I often wish that his poor 
father could see him now." 

"It's just what the Squire always was 
saying — * Tilda, why don't you have a boy ?' 
Ah ! boys are a great blessing, under Provi- 
dence." 

" They are indeed 1" cried the other, with 
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a big sigh of triumph over her less fortu- 
nate sister ; '* no one knows what a comfort 
mine has been to me." 

" Janie has been everything that a child 
could be," responded Mrs. HarkhoUow, 
pricking her ears at the trumpet-challenge, 
like a worn-out war-horse. "I have no 
reason to call the ways of Providence un- 
just." 

" Can't you leave me out ?" said Janie, 
quietly, from her window. 

"That I am sure you have not," cried 
Mrs. Silver, anxious to conciliate an heiress, 
and possible daughter-in-law. " Dear Janie 
must indeed be a comfort." 

" Dear Janie " was looking anything but 
a comfort just then, but she bit her lips and 
stayed her annoyance as well as she could. 

" The Squire, poor dear soul, was natu- 
rally anxious that it should be a son ; the 
property has been in the family so long, and 
the name is the oldest in North Devon." 
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," Ah! yes — so like my own blessed saint. 
* My dear/ he always remarked, ' if it's a 
boy we can stop, but we must keep up the 
family name.' " 

'^ It is so kind of you to come tew us. 
Tolson is very dull, except to Janie and my- 
self, who have hardly ever left it." 

*'Now, dear, you must not really call it 
dull; to me this quiet comfort is a most 
delightful change, after having lived so con- 
stantly in the racket of society." It was 
the fiction of the widow's life that * society ' 
found Myrtle Cottage a pivot round which 
its gaieties could revolve. 

" But your son will find it dull after his 
regiment." 

"The dear boy can adapt himself to 
almost anything. Of course, there he has 
so many duties to perform, and he mixes in 
such really good society, that the change 
must appear greater to him than it does to 
me." 
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" After the * really good society/ I fear 
he will find ours but iadiflPerent/' put in 
Janie. 

" Oh ! fie ! — fie, Janie 1" cried Mrs. Silver, 
"I shall have to scold you dreadfully if 
you make such naughty speeches. The 
Captain has talked of nothing but our visit 
to Tolson since your dear mother's invita- 
tion came ; I got quite tired of giving 
descriptions of the house and of you." 

" I hope the descriptions were flattering." 

" I told him the truth, dear. He is so 
particular and so clever that he would have 
detected me in a minute if I had described 
you except as I remembered you." 

" Then the ^ Captain ' must have poured 
out his ecstasies over a baby, for I was 
just eighteen months old when you saw me 
last!" 

"How you go on, my dearl" replied 
Mrs. Silver, fidgeting ; ** of course I knew 
what you were like by your dear mother's 
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letters, and Jack was always -so anxious to 
hear what they said about you." 

" There is a great likeness to his father," 
faltered Mrs. HarkhoUow, wishing to avert 
further blows ; " I think I should have re- 
cognised him by it, even before I knew who 
he was." 

" So many people say the same ; I think 
he is handsomer, if anything, and he certain- 
ly has enjoyed advantages which his dear 
father never had." 

" He is a very agreeable-looking young 
man, and appears to be not at all conceited 
about his good looks." 

" It is not his fault if he is not, my dear ; 
such a fuss as the ladies make over him 1 He 
could have married over and over again 
really well, but he always says he won't 
marry a girl except for love, no matter how 
much money she has; and between ourselves, 
dear, he could have had three thousand a 
year — really a most aristocratic-looking girl. 
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I am told she has pined away to nothing 
since." 

" The three thousand a year too ? What 
a cruel Captain !" said Janie. 

^* There was a lovely girl, not long ago, 
living in this county, who had refused hun- 
dreds till he came. I quite expected it 
would have been a match, and so it would, 
but Jack was too high-minded about the 
settlements, and brokeit off at once." 

" Dear, dear 1 what a comfort it must be 
to you to feel you have such a blessing !" 
sighed Mrs. Harkhollow. 

" It is quite ridiculous to hear the terms 
in which the officers of the regiment speak 
of him; he is such a universal favourite, and 
so clever, all the most important posts are 
given to him. Whenever I want him to come 
down to the Cottage there is always some 
duty or another that requires his presence. 
It is one of the many trials I have, that I 
see my son so seldom. Come! Janie, a 
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penny for your thoughts! What do you 
say about him ?" 

" He seems perfectly harmless. I have 
not seen him on a horse yet." 

"He is a perfect horseman; he was 
Adjutant for two years, and that is the same 
as being a Cavalry officer." 

" So I've heard," said Janie, smiling ; and 
then the subject dropped off into a discus- 
sion between the two elder ladies touching 
the correct shades of pink in the " Wander- 
er's " face and hands, in the worsted-work 
picture of his " Return." 

When the luncheon bell rang the Captain 
came in with a capital appetite, having 
walked all through the out-buildings and 
farm-yards, and explored half the Home 
Meadows besides. Then, the meal over, 
Janie ran upstairs to change her dress, evi- 
dently in a hurry to get away to her wild 
existence. 

Before the house two horses were being 
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led up and down, the one with the side- 
saddle, the " Rake," which Janie had ridden 
the previous day ; the other, a useful-looking 
black-brown, known as the "Duke," for 
Jack. 

He had sauntered out, and was standing 
on the steps taking stock of the pair when 
Janie came out and joined him. She was 
dressed in the same tight-fitting habit and 
disreputable hat as she had worn the day be- 
fore, and looked every bit as rakish as she did 
then; except that her face was yet unflush- 
ed, and her hair was within bounds. 

" You see, I don't put on my * company 
things ' for Bulstrover," she said, laughing. 
" I am always afraid the habit will catch in 
something ; and with a good hat on, it is 
such a nuisance if it rains." 

" You look best as you are," said Jack, 
with so much truth in his voice that she al- 
lowed the compliment to pass. 

" I do love riding so," she answered ; 
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" and when you have to think of what you 
have on, how can you enjoy it ? You men 
are better off than we are there. Oh. how 
I do wish we could ride like you !" She 
was standing by her horse, with one hand 
lying on his neck, just ready to mount, and 
Jack offered his hand to put her up. 

** No, no, Jack, don't trouble ; I always 
get up myself, it's much easier, and then so 
many men make a mess of it. You need 
not look so cross, I don't include you." She 
put her foot in the stirrup and sprang light- 
ly into the saddle, with the bay's neck curv- 
ing in front of her, and the reins lying natti- 
ly, and just as they ought to do, in her 
hand. 

" Just pull out my habit ; we can't do 
that — thanks, not too far — now we are offl" 
She gave the " bay" a touch with her whip, 
and went down the drive at a slow canter ; 
Jack mounting the restless " Duke " with 
some difficulty and following her, the horse 
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breaking into a short jerky gallop, and bor- 
ing at the bit, at seeing himself left behind. 

" Hold in !" cried Janie, as he jolted past 
her," wait for Obadiah to open the gate. 
Steady, Rake, steady! — Duke is fresh to- 
day, I have noli taken him out this week." 

Jack got the " brown's " head down just 
in time, and turned him back, waiting for 
Obadiah, who came running up to the open 
gate. Then, as Janie came up, he turned 
and joined her, the Duke, after a few sidling 
steps, thinking better of it, and sobering into 
a steady jaunt along the lane. 

" What do you think of the place ?" asked 
Janie. 

" There is plenty of it, at all events," said 
Jack ; " and to me, who know nothing at 
all of such things, the land looks splendid. 
There are worse berths than to be one of 
your labourers." 

"You mean that jt is not looked after 
enough." 
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" I think in the Squire's time it must have 
been better done — and it will be better done 
again." 

" When there is another Squire ?'' 

"Yes." 

" That will be when I am married, and I 
shall not do that." 

" Yes, you will ; all girls say the same till 
they get frightened to find how far they 
have got on the journey, and how short a 
bit there is to go." 

" It is better to go that little bit your own 
way than in some one else's ; when a girl is 
married, she stops going altogether." 

" No, you are wrong there ; the girls I 
meet think that their 'going' begins then." 

" Yes, but those girls don't live at Tolson 
— they don't ride except on screws from the 
livery stable ; they don't like to have their 
own way, and if they do they don't get 
it." 

"Perhaps not; yet most girls think the 
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same, and look on marriage as the tie that 
sets them loose." 

"I suppose I'm singular, but I think just 
the opposite. If I marry I lose my liberty 
— and that's my life." 

" You might lose a little, but you would 
gain more than you lost." 

" Yes — a master, and Tolson would be 
better cared for." 

"I was speaking of what you would 
gain." 

" What I that fable— a husband's love ?" 

" That is as you take him — and it. I think 
I could read the fable seriously." 

"That is just my objection; the reading 
is always so very serious." 

" Well, you must confess the place would 
be improved with a man to look after it." 

** Why should it be improved ? — ^it's large 
enough for me. I love it best just as it is." 

" Your husband would take the hounds 
again." 
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"That's soraething; but Charlie's good 
enough. And when you are tired you can 
just ride away. Now, a husband would 
come home and chatter all dinner-time about 
his exploits." 

"His exploits would be his wife's." 

"Fiddlesticks! you are spoony some- 
where, or you wouldn't moralize like that." 

Jack felt the colour rushing up to his 
cheeks at this direct hit, but he forced his 
off-leg against his horse's side, to make pre- 
tence it was the exertion of holding him in 
that caused the change. 

" I always was an intense admirer of all 
girls," he said at last, evasively. 

" Good gracious — girls I What a mon- 
ster I Is not one at a time enough for you ? 
What an honour for us girls 1" 

" You know I don't mean that. I can 
admire you without considering that I have 
done anything except to give expreseion to 
my own natural feeling. I don't say it as a 
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compliment even ; I am so fond of anything 
like a girl that I can't help admiring them 
all. It's the way in which a fellow is 
brought up, I suppose, and in the army a 
man does get very much into that way of 
thinking." 

"You must teach Charlie Bulstrover a 
little of your army doctrine ; if the poor 
fellow could only have expressed his feel- 
ings half as eloquently as you do yours, 
there would be no telling what he might 
have achieved." 

" If I thought there was any chance of 
that, I'd bite my tongue out rather than 
give him a lesson." 

"That is very selfish of you, Jack, and 
very unkind, besides being most injurious to 
all the interests concerned. Don't you know 
the properties run together for miles, and it 
is a most desirable arrangement." 

A little speech very satisfactory to Jack's 
feelings, though in what way he could hard- 
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ly have explained. There is more of the 
-dog-in-the-manger than appears at first sight 
in such matters. If one cannot pluck the 
golden fruit oneself, at least there is ^ com- 
fort in feeling that one's neighbours are out- 
side the palings too." 

" But you have not answered my sugges- 
tion yet, Captain Jack," persisted Janie. 

" What suggestion ?" 

"My maid brought me such a glowing 
-description of ' the picture, tew be sure, of 
the beautifulest young lady in the captain's 
room,' — is that the fortunate girl of all the 
^irls?" 

"Don't you think her pretty?" burst 
in Jack, forgetting. 

*' I have not seen it, and Mary's descrip- 
tion was far too vague." 

" You shall see it when we get back." 

"No, don't. Remember I am not so 
«nuch interested as you are in girls." 

She was turning away, and Jack fancied 
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there was that in her voice which, under 
different circumstances, might have led him 
very far beyond the crooked Devonshire 
lane, and the conditions amongst which his 
life was at present bound to jog. After all, 
it was rather a pity he had not come here 
first. 

" Open that gate, and let us get out of 
the lane!" cried Janie, suddenly; "I'm 
tired to death of it." And she pulled her- 
self together, and recovered her spirits with 
an effort. " We can canter down the Meads, 
and get in by the stables — it's half a mile 
shorter than the road, and ever so much 
better for the horses — grass all the way." 

She was away at a long swinging canter 
down the sloping meadow. On either side 
were steep banks, covered with copse- wood ; 
and there was a tiny babbling brook, that 
followed the hedgerow on the left in many 
zigzag windings. 

"Don't touch the curb!" she cried, as 
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Jack came pounding after her, his big brown 
all of a lather, now that his feet felt the 
spring of the turf. "Hold him with the 
snaffle, and he is as quiet as a lamb. Steady, 
Duke, steady, boy!" And she bent over 
her own horse's neck, and laid her hand 
iiaressingly on the other. 

"He pulls like the mischief 1" panted 
Jack, his arms beginning to ache with trying 
to get the Duke's nose down. 

"Keep your hands low — so — now push 
him up to that — ^let go the bit altogether — 
I always ride him with a single bridle — 
there, he goes better already." 

And indeed the horse, at the sound of 
her voice, and feeling the difference in Jack's 
handling, was going quietly enough. 

" There is a nice little hedge further on," 
continued Janie — "both the nags know 
every stick in it. You don't mind trying it?'* 

"No," said Jack; but. he would have 
preferred the gate, nevertheless. 
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^' We'll take it between those two trees 
— there is no drop — fair grass to land on. 
Take him up gently to it, and then let him 
go. There is plenty of room for both to- 
gether." 

" AH right," cried Jack, " Til try to do it ; 
only he's pulling like the devil I" 

" Don't alter your hands — now — ^sit quite 
still — he feels that something is up, and it 
fidgets him — there, gently over — he'll jump 
a little big, but he is as easy as an arm- 
chair." 

The Duke was jigging along with his nose 
between his legs, and Jack could not get it 
up for the life of him. The hedge, a neatly 
wattled fence, with turf up to the roots, and 
a pleasant-looking landing on the far side, 
was close in front of him. Janie was a yard 
or two behind, with her horse well in hand, 
as cool as if in the riding-school. 

'' Damn the brute I" cried Jack, seeing 
the hedge growing big in front of him ; 
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**he's going to ram his head into it. By- 
Jove ! but 111 make you go I" 

He felt Janie's eye was upon him, close 
behind ; and desperate at the thought, he 
gave the "brown" a sharp cut over the 
flank, slackening the reins as he did so. In 
an instant up went the horse's head, and 
with a clean bound he was close upon the 
fence, his nose almost touching it, with 
scarcely room left to take off. It was so 
near to him that for an instant he checked, 
throwing Jack, with a nasty jerk, almost 
over his head ; then, before he was fairly 
back in the saddle, he raised himself on his 
hind legs, and with a tremendous bound 
cleared fully four feet over the top, just as 
Janie's bay, neatly topping it by a few 
inches, and taking it in his stride, brushed 
past on the near side. 

The original check had disconcerted 
Jack's seat not a little, and the big awkward 
jump immediately after, and before he was 
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well in the stirrups again, almost finished 
Lim. As the horse landed, he felt himself 
pitched forward on to his neck, clean out of 
the saddle, and found himself clinging on 
somewhere about the Duke's ears, with his 
legs dangling under him in a most worthless 
condition, but fortunately with his weight 
tolerably balanced on either side. Luckily, 
too, the Duke was somewhat shaken by his 
own awkwardness, and quieted down as soon 
as he landed, giving Jack, after a moment 
of intense anxiety lest he should disgrace 
himself utterly, time to scramble back and 
regain his stirrups. 

"You must sit further back next time. 
Jack," cried Janie, good-naturedly; "you 
did very well to stick to him — ^he must have 
jumped eight feet at the least." 

" He got his head down, and then rushed 
at it," cried Jack, all of a tremble, and look- 
ing back, as is so often done when the peril 
is over, to get a little more glory out of 
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the exploit. *' It is rather a stiff one. " 

" Pretty well ; there's another further on. 
Are you game to try that ? It's not so big. 
There's a gap, if you prefer it." 

" ni try the fence," cried Jack, desper- 
ately. " I shall know better how to hold 
next time." 

*^You must come again in the Winter," 
said Janie, with such a pleasant smile as was 
more than a recompense for a hundred 
fences, however big. Besides, now that he 
had got over the first, he began to think it 
capital fun. From all which it can be seen 
that Jack's previous acquaintance with hunt- 
ing and horses had been limited, in truth, 
to harriers in the open chalk country where 
his regiment was. 

"That I will, if you will teach me to 
ride." 

"You don't want much coaching. Jack. 
There's only one rule, and you know that 
already." • 
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"What is it?" 

" Throw your heart over, and your head 
will follow !" 

" There is another besides that one." 
" Is there ? Then I don't know it." 
" Why, you told it to me not two minutes 
ago." 

" Did I ? Then I don't remember." 
"You must sit further back, Jack," he 
answered, laughing. And then they put 
their horses to a canter. Jack this time keep- 
ing the brown firm and straight between his 
legs, and squaring his elbows well into his 
side, not half as nervous or excited as before 
— so much confidence do a few helping 
words give. 

" Keep your hands down on the pommel, 
so, and don't let them fly up when he rises. 
Now, both together! The horses rose as 
one thing, and topped the hedge, taking it 
quite comfortably in their stride, and with 
so little jerk that Jack could hardly believe 
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he was over, till he felt the Duke slackening 
under him, and found Janie cantering by his 
side. 

"That was better than Charlie does it,'^ 
she said. 

" Vm so glad. , I hope there is another." 

"What a glutton you are! No more 
jumping to-day. Fancy the poor horses 
this hot weather. We'll go for a lark another 
time over Slatcombe and the Ridges ; there 
are plenty of things there. I'm so glad you 
like it." 

" I should like anything if I was sure of 
you for my teacher." 

" That's nonsense. Jack." But for all she 
said so, she was turning away, and the non- 
sense was evidently not altogether displeas- 
ing. " We must ride quietly now, and let 
the horses cool. I expect we shall be an 
hour or more at Bulstrover." 

" I wish we were not going there at all." 

" What I— not to meet Sir Charles ? Mrs. 
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Silver says army men get on so well to- 
gether." 

" Yes, as long as there is no one better in 
the case." 

Upon which small speech Janie was 
obliged to stoop down and arrange the folds 
of her habit about her foot. 

"There is the stable entrance," she cried, 
as soon as all was satisfactory. " We can 
have the horses put into a stall, and walk to 
the house. I expect we shall meet Charlie 
mooning about the grounds with his cigar ; 
he's a dreadful do-nothing !" 

"I should think he is." 

"I won't have him abused. Remember 
who he might have been I" 

"But he is not — and that's all I care 
about," said Jack, with more meaning in his 
voice than he intended. 

" Well, take care, sir, that you are amiable 
to him ; he's a particular friend of mine, and 
if you won't like him I won't like you. So 



Digitized by 



Google 



230 CLAUDE MBADOWLEIGH. 

now look over the gates, and call some one 
to open them." 

Jack, thus ordered, did as she bid him ; 
and then the two went in, and jumping off 
their horses, gave them to the man who 
came running out. After that they strolled 
off down the thick laurel-shaded walk to- 
wards the house. 
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CHAPTER XIL 



SIR CHARLES BULSTROVER's MISFORTUNES. 



JANIE HARKHOLLOW had been quite 
right when she said Sir Charles Bul- 
strover was a do-nothing sort of fellow. 

Not that the character fitted him altoge- 
ther on account of his own short-comings — it 
rather came to him by force of circumstances, 
over which he himself had but small con- 
trol. 

At eighteen his father had purchased him 
a commission in the Household Troops, and 
he had exchanged the dubious pleasure of 
Eton for the more pronounced delights of a 
Guardsman's life in London. 
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Such a life has but one course. With the 
glitter of his uniform he had but small ac- 
quaintance. An occasional state pageant, a 
strut alongside of a procession of gorgeous 
troopers through the leading West-end 
thoroughfares, and the rare occasion of four- 
and-twenty hours in the *^ guard-room " at 
the Horse Guards, summed up the days 
upon which he was called to serve his coun- 
try as a soldier. The balance of the three 
hundred and sixty-five days in each year 
was filled up in dancing attendance on some 
of the best houses in town, occupying a room 
in equally charming country-houses during 
the hunting or shooting seasons, and attend- 
ing every race-meeting sufficiently attract- 
ive, or that would fit in with his other en- 
gagements, without disarranging the routine 
which, as a young man of fashion, he was 
expected to go through. 

The life was pleasant enough, there was 
just enough pretence of work about it to 
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give a zest to its pleasures ; and if he found 
^he indulgence in them at times wearisome, 
and was constrained to take his breakfast 
when other people think of luncheon, in 
consequence of the lateness of his hours, 
it was easy to put the fatigue off on the 
score of duty. And indeed, a guard-mount- 
ing parade at St. James's, or a shift of bar- 
racks from Knightsbridge to Kensington, 
served as a sufficient excuse to him, and a 
score like him, for all the effects which the 
hard work of a London Season, conscien- 
tiously gone through, must entail. 

It suited his easy temperament to lounge 
on through the best years of his youth like 
this. Although tlie work was hard, there was 
no trouble about it, and of all things trouble 
was the thing which Charlie Bulstrover dis- 
liked most. True, there were certain never- 
failing nuisances that cropped up even for 
him — daily gnat-bites, which no amount of 
money, or the ministrations of the most edu- 
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cated of valets, could save him from. The 
nightly trying of his white tie was one ; his 
hands were large, and his fingers always 
seemed to become so much out of all pro- 
portion to the slim cambric. Then there 
were the pressing attentions of garrulous mea 
in the wine and the tobacco trades, who 
would not take "no " for an answer unless 
it were accompanied with an " order ;" and 
it always troubled him to decide how little 
he could order of stuff which even his "man" 
refused to appropriate. 

But a higher class of troubles were the 
young ladies, for Charlie was looked upon 
as "eligible" and a "good match." Bul- 
strover was " unencumbered." Tudor Gar- 
dens was the most delightfully situated of 
town houses — the Baronet was in his 
seventy-fifth year, and his son was worth 
snaring. 

But the son's nature delighted not in maid- 
ens. He could talk to them in a crowd if 
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there were plenty of people to listen, and 
make a catastrophe impossible ; and he did 
not go utterly to the wall with them in a 
tete-a-tSte, provided they were of his own 
set ; that is to say, with answer ready-made 
to his equally ready-made remarks on me- 
tropolitan or regimental affairs. For such 
occasions, too, he possessed a tolerable ac- 
quaintance with the histories of a limited 
number of families, not more than half a 
score at the most, and those too of the high- 
est circles. He believed that he could remem- 
ber the winner of the last fifteen " Derbys ; 
and — well, he smoked some of the best Ha- 
vannahs in London, and was considered very 
good-natured towards his friends in the- 
matter of the shooting at Bulstrover. 

Alas I that such a state of things was to- 
last so short a time I There came a day when 
the long, grey front of Bulstrover closed its- 
great doors, and covered the face of its win- 
dows, and stared out upon its lawns and 
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terraces, in gloomy sightlessness, for th^ 
coming of the new king that was to rule 
over it. 

He had been summoned in haste, and with 
such pressing words as left no doubt of their 
meaning ; and he had, forthwith, flung away 
his cigar with a sigh, and had bidden a 
gloomy farewell to his brother loungers, and 
had rattled away resignedly in his dark 
green Stanhope (picked out with that lighter 
second shade), to catch the afternoon express 
that was to bear him for ever from those 
happy hunting-grounds. 

Poor Charlie Bulstrover ! he bore the re- 
verse with touching submission, as indeed 
so many of us find it profitable to do, 
whether the reversion be to a Baronetcy or 
the Workhouse. So he sat in the corner of the 
smoking carriage, with his back to the wind 
and a fresh cigar in his mouth, and before 
he reached Swindon was a Baronet, and 
Lord of Bulstrover, Esham, Tudor Gar^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 237 

dens, and a host of minor dependencies. 

That same night, when the great doors 
had opened and swallowed him up, after 
the sightless windows had bid him ghostly- 
welcome, and he had stepped silently and 
gloomily from a certain chamber wherein lay 
the solemn mystery that all the stuffs and 
silks that enshrouding it could not disguise, 
he felt that his worst fears were to be 
realized. 

The commission in the Guards must be 
given up, and he, as head of Bulstrover, must 
spend the greater portion of his time 
amongst his people, and upon his estates. 

That which he already guessed at by pre- 
vious warnings came to him from the mouth 
of his mother, the widowed Lady Bulstrover, 
who sat in stately grief to receive her son, 
and to deliver those last words which he 
himself had been too late to listen to; words 
which were confirmed a few days later in 
the dead man's papers, wherein they were 
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enjoined as his dying and most sacred wish, 
to have disregarded which, in a family so 
feudal and patriarchal as the Bulstrovers, 
would have been impious. 

Bulstrover in all its ancient state was to 
be kept up; certain improvements in pro- 
gress were to be maintained; and before 
everything, in the old Baronet's mind, the 
Master of Bulstrover was to be Master of 
the Hounds as well. 

So Charlie's commission was sold, the 
Mastership of the Hounds was offered and 
accepted, certain hours of each day were 
devoted to interviews with land-bailiffs and 
stewards, and residence at Bulstrover, for 
some months of the year at least, was deter- 
mined on and carried out. 

It was praiseworthy, but monotonous. 
Sir Charles knew nothing about land, and so 
found no relief in his lawyers ; he knew 
nothing about farming, and so found none in 
his bailiffs ; he was a good man enough in a 
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*' cover," but he knew nothing about game 
preservation, the cutting of " drives," or the 
placing of guns, and so found none in his 
game-keepers; he rode fairly, and liked hunt- 
ing as well as it was in his nature to like 
anything, but he knew nothing about hounds, 
and less about hunting them, and so found 
none in his huntsman, " whips," or helpers. 
The members of the Hunt were mostly 
farmers; hard-riding, hard-handed fellows, 
who, looking on the Baronet in his double 
glory of Landlord and Master of the Hunt, 
were never tired of doing him homage; 
crowding round him on such special occa- 
sions as the first meet of the season — the 
annual Hunt dinner — the county Hunt races 
— or the presentation of a testimonial to a 
superannuated " whip," — all anxious to join 
their brown honest hands with his, to shout 
their brawny throats hoarse in his honour, 
or to admire him from a distance with eyes 
that never wearied of the sight. And all 
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this, which to most men would be the bread 
of life, was to Charlie almost repugnant. It 
was the mingling of two different races — the 
son of the soil, and the son of the town, and 
the two refused to mix. 

The county was but scantily furnished with 
people in his own position, the adjoining 
lands belonging to a nobleman who seldom 
came near them; and so he was depend- 
ent for society on the two or three men who 
did happen to live within driving distance, 
and those whom he invited from time to 
time to the house. 

Among the former were the HarkhoUows. 
True, there were no men at Tolson, but from 
his boyhood Janie had been Charlie's com- 
panion. Sufficiently unlike the ordinary run 
of young ladies to make him overlook the 
difference in sex, he had from the first con- 
sidered her as one of his own, growing up 
by his side as a brother ; and indeed she 
could, and did, hold her own with any boy 
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in the county ; and many had been the re- 
grets on both sides when his departure for 
Eton enforced long and periodical separa- 
tions. 

After Eton came the regiment and his 
residence in London, with few and far- 
between visits to Bulstrover, and then only 
when in the company of many strange men 
during the shooting season; and so the 
sights they had of each other grew fewer 
and fewer, and the remembrance of each 
other waxed fainter and fainter, — his, of a 
plucky, hot-tempered playmate ; hers, of a 
quiet, good-natured boy, whom it was great 
fun to tease. 

But when he came into his estate and 
they met once more, he found a tall, well- 
looking, dashing young lady, the admiration 
of that part of the county. Helped on by 
their former intimacy, the old days soon came 
to be renewed, but on somewhat different 
terms. For where as formerly there was 
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some show of equality between them, now, 
when Janie was present, the poor Baronet 
felt, as he described it afterwards, almost 
pathetically, " nowhere !" 

The fact was that he was in love. 

Love at '' first sight," at " second sight," 
at every sight ; love in a passive, undemon- 
strative way, according to a nature whose ut- 
most throes were done quietly; a small 
smouldering fire, that burnt away in some 
hidden corner of his body, and consumed 
but very little fuel. But, for all that, it was 
latent, the spark still smouldered, and had 
gone on gathering heat and fire till it was 
ready to burst into flame at any moment. 

Nor was the moinent long in coming. A 
fire within one, however small, is apt to be- 
come uncomfortable, and the do-nothing 
Baronet was no exception to the rule; as 
indeed was proved one day, \^hen he had 
laid his big hand on the pommel of her 
saddle (it was a hunting day, and they two 
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had been thrown out), and had said quite 
quietly, but with a distinct tremble in his 
voice not there before, 

" I wish you would get married, Janie." 
•" It's more than I wish myself," she an- 
swered quickly, her voice trembling too. 
" I'm not chaffing this time, Janie," 
" I'm sure I'm not," answered Janie. 
" I'm glad of that, because, if you think 
I'm good enough, dear Janie, will you marry 
me?" 

" Don't talk such nonsense, Charlie, and 
take your hand away!" cried the young 
lady, very scarlet. " You know I won't be 
anybody's wife !" and she put her horse into 
a gallop, and made for a big " post-and- 
rail," that was in front, Charlie blundering 
after her, and riding so carelessly that he 
camel g, bad "cropper," horse and all, over 
the other side, and was laid up in bed for 
weeks, — an accident already alluded to by 
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Elijah, who, with many, others on the coun- 
try side, was shrewd enough to make a nar- 
row guess at the cause that led to it. 

Since then nothing more had been said in 
the matter ; indeed Janie, who had watched 
Charlie almost incessantly during his re- 
covery, had so plainly shown him the utter 
futility of his thoughts in her direction, that 
the poor fellow was fain to give in, and so 
allow the little flicker of a fire that had 
kindled for a moment to die down again, — 
he was not sure himself that it had not gone 
out altogether. 

And so it Vas that matters stood between 
Tolson and Bulstrover at the time of Jack's 
visits to those illustrious houses. 

" There is the house !" cried Janie as they 
turned out of the shrubberies into the broad 
drive ; *4s it not a fine-looking place ?" 

" I should not mind being master of it !" 
said Jack. 

" You will alter your opinion when you 
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know Sir Charles; he thinks himself the 
most unfortunate of men.'' 

" Or baronets ? There is a good deal of 
difference." 

"Oh! as to that, I am sure it never 
enters his head. He has no occupation, 
nothing he cares for, nothing to do — those 
are the misfortunes he suffers from." 

"What a lot you have to answer for !" 
said Jack, laughing. 

" Me !" she cried, opening her eyes, and 
forgetting her grammar; "I'm not his 
keeper.*' 

" I know you are not," 

" Why don't you say, * more's the pity?' " 

"Why should I? I don't think so— I 
don't think it a pity at all — I think it is a 
capital good thing you are not — ^for both of 

you." 

" How considerate you are becoming I 
Sir Charles will be delighted to hear what 
an interest you take in him." 



Digitized by 



Google 



246 CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 

" But I don't — I don't care anything about 
hioi. How can I care for a man I've never 
seen? I don't care for men as a rule." 

"That is meant for a compliment to us 
women, I suppose, and I ought to curtsey." 

" I do care for them ; but I don't mean it 
as a compliment." 

" Come, I am getting on, we shall arrive 
at the truth at last. You began with liking 
everyone, now you have struck out the men 
— a little more, and we shall hear the name 
of the ' lucky one ' herself." 

"No, you won't, because there is no 
* lucky one,' as you call her — at least, not 
yet," answered Jack, growing red, for some- 
thing within him was rapping out a pretty 
loud protest against such treachery, ambigu- 
ous though the words that expressed it 
might be. 

. Janie was twitching the gravel about with 
her whip, much to the detriment of the lash. 
On one side was the shrubbery from which 
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they had just emerged, the sunlight slanting 
through the laurel leaves in broad patches, 
and stretching across on to the turf that fell 
away, amid clumps of beeches and dotted 
hawthorn bushes, to a line of silvery lake. 

The air was still and drowsy, the after- 
noon glow showering its warmth around, 
tipping the beech-trees with yellow, and 
burnishing the feathery bracken with gold — 
all was calm, sleepy, and luxurious. There 
seemed an echo in the stillness that had 
caught up those last words of his, and went 
repeating them over and over again in 
monotonous cadence. Even the distant 
voices of the rooks, and the soft throats t)f 
the wood-pigeons, seemed telling them to 
each other; and he wondered if Janie heard 
them too. 

So they walked on silently for a little 
space, Janie very busy with the gravel 
stones. Jack with a sudden admiration for 
the sleeping deer in the park. In front 
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the drive made a last turn, before it swept 
up to the great Corinthian fa9ade, the park 
railings bending away, to make space for a 
wide stretch of lawn, embossed with orna- 
mental shrubs, and flower-beds gorgeous 
with many colours. Just at the turn was a 
tree, of which the branches had been bent 
down and trained so as to form a rustic 
summer-house ; and underneath, lying flat 
on his back, with his legs crossed in the air, 

and a cigar in his mouth, was Sir Charles 

Bulstrover. 

" There is Charlie !" she cried ; " and 

asleep, for a pony I" 
• "Then you'll hand over the coin, for Tm 

not," said he, uncrossing his legs, and sitting 

up lazily ; " I only wish I was." 

" Well, get up and shake hands, and do 

the civil. Don't you see I have brought 

you a visitor T 

" Don't move on my account, " said 

Jack. 
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" No, don't," cried Janie ; " that is a good 
idea — we'll all sit round together. It's a 
great deal too hot for walking — I'm tired 
already with tramping up your drive. 
Now, Jack, sit down, and look comfortable, 
and then you shall be introduced." 

She was sitting on the grass beside Sir 
Charles, gathering up her skirt round her 
feet, and loosing the elastic of her hat, so as 
to make herself quite at ease. 

"You are Captain Silver, I suppose?" 
observed the Baronet. " I heard you were 
coming. I'm afraid you find it awfully 
slow." 

" Of course he does," interrupted Janie. 
" Fancy what it must be to be boxed up with 
three old women, all alive I — don't you pity 
him?" 

*' Yes, it must be rather a bore ; I don't 
mean Tolson, you know, but the whole 
place generally." 

"I only arrived yesterday. I could 
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hardly be tired yet ; it seems to me a capi- 
tal place." 

" Ah ! you are not stuck here for six 
months of the year." 

The Baronet was a tall, well-proportioned 
man, young-looking and handsome, rather 
from his size and general shapeliness than 
on account of any special features ; eyes 
that were seldom fully open, as if it was an 
effort to them to remain awake; a dark, 
heavy moustache covering up a mouth too 
well cut to be so much hidden ; and short 
crisp hair of some shade of brown, with a 
pretty wave in it that would have been a 
curl had it been longer. 

"And she refused him 1" was Jacks in- 
ward ejaculation, as he looked at this well- 
favoured young giant, with the rich setting 
of Bulstrover like a " glory " around him ; 
"what chance would anyone I know 
have?" 

And Jack's heart sank, and he began to 
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feel how very much removed from himself 
all these people were. 

" Has mamma come yet ?" asked Janie. 

" There was a carriage ; I came here ta 
be out of the way. I can't stand visitors — 
they are such a bore ! Do you like rab- 
bits?" 

''Yes," said Jack, finding himself ad- 
dressed ; " they are very good curried." 

" I dare say they are — I never ate one- 
myself I meant the shooting ; there are 
any amount here, if you care to bring your 
gun over." 

*'0h! thanks," said Jack, colouring up 
at his mistake. " I should like a day very 
much." 

'TU send Johnson over, and you can 
have a turn with him. I don't shoot much 
myself — I have such a lot of it when fellows 
come down for the pleasants, and it's rather 
a bore." 

"You won't do anything of the kind^ 
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Charlie," said Janie. " Captain Silver is 
only here for three days, and I have to show 
him the country — he can get rabbits any- 
where.'" 

''There's nothing to see except fields, 
and you can see them out of the train 
best." 

" What a man you are !" cried Janie 
warmly, " you get worse and worse ; every- 
one says this is the prettiest part of Devon, 
and you of all people don't admire it I" 

"You would not either if j^ou were 
watched and dogged as I am ; when I go 
outside the park-gates there's a farmer in 
•every field." 

" They only do it because they like you, 
and wish to show it." 

" Do they ? — they do it because they're 
discontented, and are always wanting some- 
thing else — drains, or top-dressing, or barns, 
or something." 

" Well, why not give them their drains, 
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and barns, and something, if it's only for 
peace ? — it's nothing to you, and it's all on 
the property." 

" So I do give them drains, and every- 
thing they ask for'; and then Philips comes 
in and swears that I'm playing the deuce 
with the whole thing. One can't do right 
when it's land. I wish I had not any— it's 
an awful bore !" 

" But there's the moor, and there are no 
farmers there." 

"The moor's the best place about— no 
one to bother a fellow, only it's such a 
journey I" 

"You have horses ; a dog-cart will travel 
there in ^n hour." 

" But you must take a man, and he lets it 
out. The last time I went over, there was 
Farmer Morris and his two sons, and that 
red-haired man with the squint, who rides 
that skewbald mare." 

"Farmer Dingle?" 
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" That's the man. He had his wife with 
him, with a lot of cream tied up with a 
newspaper for my mother, and it got upset 
in the cart and made an awful mess." 

" Poor woman ! she is as good-hearted a 
soul as there is in the county ; I hope you 
were civil and thanked her?" 

" I wanted to give her a sovereign, but 
Robert said she would not take it, so I ask- 
ed her husband to breakfast our first ' lawn- 
meet ;' and now Philips says I shall have to 
ask the lot of them." 

''And why not? They ride fairer than 
half the men whom you do ask." 

"They get drunk, though, and make a 



row." 



" Not a bit of it. I don't like to hear 
them abused ; they are good honest fellows, 
and I am very glad that we have land, and 
Devonshire farmers to look after it." 

" You are a queer girl, Janie," said the 
Baronet, puflGing lazily at his cigar. Then, 
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after a pause, " Marracks' got a card up with 
* lodgings to let.'" 

" What, Marracks up on the Ridges, over 
Berricombe Heath ?" 

"That's the place. Marracks is on the 
high road to fortune." 

" It's such an out-of-the-way place, no one 
ever goes near it ; bleak, and damp, and 
cold. I have always wondered how Mar- 
racks managed to live there at all. It may 
do for an artist for a few days." 

" Or a murderer fresh from a job, with 
the police after him. They'd never find 
himl" 

"Jack has been riding Duke, and I have 
turned riding-master for his benefit," said 
Janie, thinking Jack had been out in the 
cold long enough. But just as the Baronet's 
face brightened up at the chance of this 
more congenial topic, the stable-clock chim- 
ed six, and Janie started up, declaring they 
must go in at once and see Lady Bulstrover, 
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and insisting on Charlie coming too, much 
to his expressed disgust at the trouble, and 
at having to throw away a newly-lighted 
dgar for such a secondary consideration as 
the demands of society. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

MRS. SILVER MOVES IN HIGH CIRCLES. 

" i^NLY look at the beasts !" cried the 
^^ Baronet, with more show of life 
than he had yet manifested, as they began 
to ascend the steps, and beheld two foot- 
men, gorgeous in pink and canary, ready to 
receive them with due honour. 

" I like Tolson better," said Janie. " Elijah 
is old, biit he's homely." 

"He is worth a dozen of these *Jack 
Puddings,' and Tolson's worth two of this," 
cried Sir Charles, stumping up the great 
steps into the arms of the "Jack Puddings!" 
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" Lady Bulstrover will keep thein like it," 
said Janie aside to Jack, "although she 
knows how it puts him out." 

" I should think it does," answered Jack ; 
and then they came within earshot of the 
men, and entered the doors, and so stood 
within the classic walls of Bulstrover. 

Classic, at least, they were in the eyes of 
" my lady," who was now sitting in state in 
the big drawing-room, and classic they had 
been with him who so lately had set out, 
feet foremost, on his long journey — the start- 
ing-post that small chamber; under the great 
doorway, past the bowing " Jack Puddings," 
their fine feathers clouted over with other 
stuffs ; and so down the drive to the small, 
still patch, where they left him alone ; his 
halting-place on the road to — where ? 

Inside not a sound ; hushed voices, foot- 
falls muffled by thick carpets, doors that 
opened noiselessly — perfect silence. 

"Deuced slow!" muttered the Baronet, 
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but his voice sounded low and indistinct, and 
Janie did not care to answey him. 

Across the hall, with its galleries and 
hanging plants, and pictures, full length, 
solemn portraits, very grim, into the long 
corridor, skirted with tables, glossy black, 
and strewn with plaques, and plates, and 
tazzas, inestimable treasures — the thoughts, 
and works, and skill of a dead world — with 
here and there a sculpture, the whiteness of 
its marble tinged with gloom — the very light 
seemed hushed, and left its brightness outside 
with the sunshine when it peeped in here ; 
tall cabinets piled up with porcelain, agates, 
crystals, and all such beauty as money, more 
than sufficient, craves for ; quaint weapons, 
shields, and swords, ill-fitted for such tomb- 
dom, if their old career were read aright ; 
tulwars and creases that had glittered in an 
Eastern sun, still gouted with the dull red 
rust of blood ; Toledo blades, blue-figured, 
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slim, and deadly; helmets that once had 
fitted Greek or Roman skulls, till they (the 
skulls) got battered, and laid in dust ; mar- 
bles, inlaid with colours, stone, and flint, and 
gem, chill and cold ; sometimes, between, a 
painting, glowing, rich in all that which we 
call beauty, save the one most beautiful of 
all — God's light; past all this, led by a 
decked-out mountebank, with a face totally 
different from those old-world nobilities 
around, and which made one marvel if it 
could be that of a man like them. 

At the further end was the drawing-room, 
rich in carpets, hangings, paintings, flowers, 
gilding, knick-knacks, and upholstery, with a 
glorious view across the rounded tree-tops 
to the grim purple of the moor — the only 
thing that lived about it, except my Lady 
Bulstrover and her visitors. 

Mrs. Silver — Sir Charles Bulstrover; 
Captain Silver — Lady Bulstrover. Then 
bows and obeisances, and the party were 
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grouped in the great bay-window, with the 
grey-haired, magnificent Lady Bulstrover in 
the centre. 

That which struck Jack most was the 
fact that his mother's mouth was open, and 
he sat on thorns trying to induce her to 
shut it. Truth to say, the magnificence of 
Bulstrover had been too much for the 
simple widow, and, forgetting all her modes 
and manners for making way in polite so- 
ciety, she had given herself up to indiscri- 
minate worship. Myrtle Cottage, hitherto 
a sacred spot, and one where comforts, 
though on a restricted scale, were consider- 
ed all in all, and the best in the land, had 
for once sunk into insignificance ; even the 
faded screens and dingy Indian ornaments 
brought home by the " Captain," and trea- 
sured accordingly as priceless, were at last 
acknowledged to be outdone. 

Sir Charles, after the greetings, had 
strolled across to the open windows, and 
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was lounging, half in, half out, gazing away 
towards the hills in very listlessness. 

Lady Bulstrover had been speaking, and 
now that silence reigned again, she opened 
her magnificent mouthy and spoke once 
more. 

" As I was saying, when interrupted," she 
continued, in a rich, impressive voice, " this 
flinging of education to the * lower orders' 
is most undesirable ; it is flying in the face 
of the words of Holy Scripture, which en- 
force that most just and sensible doctrine, 
* There must be hewers of wood and drawers 
of water/ But how can there be such when 
the persons whose duty it is to perform 
those highly necessary offices are encouraged 
to consider themselves as of the same ' class * 
as ourselves ?" 

" Very true," sighed the widow, reverent- 
ly ; " the poor we have always with us." 

*' Education is a keen weapon," continued 
her ladyship, " and should not be placed in 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 263 

the hands of children, for children these 
people are." 

" I remember my sister Sophy cutting her 
finger to the bone, when only six, with our 
dear father's chopping-axe ; he was always 
fond of carpentering." 

" But," went on Lady Bulstrover, with a 
solemnity quite awful, "a great responsi- 
bility will attach itself to those misguided 
persons who have so inconsiderately opened 
the flood-gates — to those persons who, by 
their pernicious and revolutionary doctrines, 
imperil the foundations of all law and order 
— and I say it is the duty of every person 
of influence, of position — I repeat, it becomes 
our immediate duty to combine with others 
of the same position to withstand, and to 
put these wrong-minded persons right." 

''We should indeed!" ejaculated Mrs. Sil- 
ver piously, turning up her eyes. 

" If not by lawful means, at least by such 
measures as the emergency of the moment 
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may render so. If the people want power, 
we may assume also that they want the 
means to achieve it, and therefore I am not 
wrong in asserting that the Proletariat have 
their price." 

" They have, and a long one it is, too," 
assented the widow. 

" They have their price, and, other means 
failing, that price must be paid, and at once, 
before the knowledge of their own value 
has emboldened them to raise that price." 

" Exactly what I always say, your lady- 
ship ; lay in a good stock now, and you'll 
have cheap fires through the Winter." 

Lady Bulstroyer looked at the speaker as 
if trying to fathom the hidden meaning of 
this remark ; but the solution was not to be 
read on the widow's face, and politeness 
forbade too prolonged an investigation, so 
she went back to her subject. 

" As our world is wisely ordained at pres- 
ent — and let us trust, for the good of the 
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world, the arrangement may continue — 
there must be two classes, the rulers and 
the ruled. With these, education is the 
birthright of the one — labour of the other ; 
to educate the latter would be, let us say, 
for example, to place a spade in my hands, 
while to expect the results of properly- 
regulated labour from the former would be 
to make a ploughman Prime Minister. You, 
my dear Charles, would not hunt foxes 
with terriers, or cut the grass in your 
meadows with a pair of scissors." 

''There would be a row if T tried the 
terriers," answered the Baronet, thus 
appealed to. ''Philips might manage the 
mowing — I could not." 

" Yet the terriers are of the same material 
as the fox-hounds," put in Janie, slyly, 
" and the scissors as a scythe." 

" Matter, my dear Miss HarkhoUow, takes 
many forms ; I believe that I am right in 
stating that all matter is composed of cer- 
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tain similar elements. It is form that regu- 
lates these things ; thus, I do not hesitate to 
admit that it is possible that I myself am in 
composition identical with a common per- 
son. But," and here Lady Bulstrovers 
voice became, as it were, underlined, "we 
claim to be of a higher and a distinct class 
of form from those common but necessary 
people whom a wise Providence has created 
in a lower and less elaborate form." 

" Almost the very words I used myself 
last week to Mrs. Snoggins," cried Mrs. 
Silver. " * You have your duty to perform, 
Mrs. Snoggins, in your station of life, and I 
have one to perform in mine, and you 
should be thankful.' Would you believe it, 
your ladyship, she flung the workhouse 
ticket in my face, and said that her station 
in life was as good as my own ! — and she'd 
had the tea-leaves regularly for six weeks !" 

" And therefore," went on Lady Bul- 
strover, after another ineffectual attempt to 
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fathom her visitor's meaning, ** I have 
always advocated the necessity of union on 
our part ; of cementing together those fami- 
lies whose connections place them upon the 
side of order, and who have eyer resisted 
those encroachments which are perpetually 
springing up from the wrong-minded and 
ill-formed ideas of the ' lower classes ;' the 
principal of which I take it is the subdivision 
of land." 

^'My dear husband's very thoughts I 
^Subdivide the land,' said he, 'and you 
double the profits.' The Universal Land 
and Building Benefit Society, of which the 
dear man was secretary, and in which he 
placed the modest sum Providence has seen 
fit to bestow on me, pays a considerable 
sum in interest half-yearly, and a ' bonus ^ 
at intervals." 

Jack, unable to catch his mother's eye, 
and so warn her of getting beyond her 
depth, had risen some time previously, and 
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was Standing, talking with Sir Charles, on 
the steps outside. Mrs. HarkhoUow looked 
on with faint admiration at anyone suffi- 
ciently learned to converse upon such ab- 
struse topics. Janie was turning over the 
leaves of a book, evidently longing for the 
end. 

After a short pause, Lady Bulstrover 
went on : 

" There is one species of union which has 
always appeared to me to be particularly 
desirable — I allude to the event of two 
adjoining properties of which the owners 
are of opposite sexes, and possessed of a 
mutual regard, and a similarity of senti- 
ments, capable of being trained, by properly- 
regulated means, into feelings which may 
have the happy result of uniting the two 
estates under one head. I need hardly re- 
mark that I allude to a marriage contracted 
between two equally-matched young per- 
sons." 
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"Of course you need not, Lady Bui- 
strover," said Janie, sharply. 'Tin glad 
that you lay so much stress on the ' well- 
regulated young person,' or I should have 
considered your allusions might apply to 
me ; no one ever accused me of being 
* well-regulated.'" 

" My dear Miss Harkhollow, I really 
cannot agree with you there ; you may be a 
little wild and eccentric perhaps, but it 
would be impossible that anyone who 
belongs to such a good family as yours 
should be anything but well-regulated." 

" It has always been found the case," put 
in Mrs. Silver. ''The Silvers came over 
centuries ago, and the Jellicoes had mills in 
the county years before that, and a more 
orderly house than ours never was.*' 

Here Mrs. Harkhollow, who had been 
vainly endeavouring to. catch the widow's 
eye for the last ten minutes, succeeded in 
attracting her attention, and they rose to 
depart. 
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" You won't come over and have a turn 
at the rabbits?" asked Sir Charles. "The 
birds are not worth the trouble, or I'd say 
that." 

" I shall be down again," said Jack ; " I'll 
come over then. Just now, being my first 
visit, Miss HarkhoUow has appropriated 
me. 

" Don't try to follow her over everything 
— you'll come to grief if you do." 

" As you did," said Jack, laughing. 

" Eh r cried Sir Charles, quickly ; " she's 
told you — has she ?" 

" No; Elijah told me over my cigar." 

" It was not quite fair on a fellow, you 
know," went on the other, earnestly. " A 
fellow can't do two things at once — at least, 
I can't. I can't do one without making a 
mess of it." 

"You should try again," said Jack. 

" What ? — the fence ? I've done it twenty 
times." 
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"No;MissHarkhollow." 

'' That would not suit your ' book.' " 

" My book is '' began Jack ; he was 

going to say ''made-up already," but he 
stopped short, and said instead, •" Oh ! Tm 
not in it; Via going to leave on Mon- 
day." 

*' Can't you stop longer ? — the rabbits 
want killing." 

" Thanks ; but my leave will be up." 

" How they do work you ' Line ' fellows ! 
I don't think I could stand it." 

"It's better than doing nothing down 
here." 

'•I liked the old regiment," said the 
Baronet, with a sigh ; " only that was dif- 
ferent — the Sergeants did everything. There 
is Janie shaking hands ; go in and do the 
correct, and we will walk to the stables to- 
gether." 

So Jack went inside and wished Lady 
Bulstrover "good afternoon;" and then, 
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after seeing the two elder ladies into the 
"hearse," strolled off with Janie and Sir 
Charles for the horses. 

" You might have sent for them, Charlie, 
instead of expecting me to walk all this 
way in my ' habit,' " said Janie. 

"Ton my word, I did not think of it. 
ril send a man now — it isn't too late." 

"Yes, it is; besides, I like talking to 
you." 

"Do you?" He opened his eyes quite 
this time, and looked straight at her. 

" Of course, I do — because you don't con- 
tradict me. Captain Silver does nothing 
but argue ; he won't even say that Tolson is 
dull." 

" I don't find it dull, and won't say so 
unless I do," laughed Jack. 

" It is to some fellows dull enough," put 
in Sir Charles, dolefully. 

" That is * some fellows' ' own fault," said 
Janie, mischievously. 
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" It's not fair to pit me against Captain 
Silver, You have given him lessons." 

" In riding only ; I gave you some, but 
vou broke down." 

"You would not hear what I had to 
say." 

"Yes, I did — every word; but you said 
nothing about breaking your neck." 

"What a girl you are to chaff!" cried 
Charlie. " You think everyone is as hard 
as yourself." 

Then the grooms appeared, leading the 
horses, and so Janie's answer was stopped. 

"Now, Charlie," she said, kindly, "you 
shall put me up. I can get up myself, only 
that you do it so well — and you deserve a 
little reward." 

He stooped down and took her shapely 
foot in his broad palm, lifting her lightly 
into the saddle, and arranging her habit, 
with a flush on his pleased face. 

"Good-bve, Charlie. Thanks so much 
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for a pleasant afternoon. Mind about the 
union of families whose properties adjoin. 
I hear Lady Agate Treasureham is perfectly- 
lovely, and the Earl hates the Proletariat as 
bitterly as ever did Lady Bulstrover. Good- 
bye. She kissed her hand to him, and can- 
tered oiF down the avenue, followed by 
Jack, leaving the good-natured Baronet to 
gaze after her till his ancestral elms closed 
around them, and left him to his own 
thoughts, and the Proletariat. 

That night Jack heard a tap at his door, 
and in walked his mother in her dressing- 
gown. 

" What a charming person Lady Bul- 
strover is !" said the old lady, after settling 
herself in the easy-chair ; " and Sir Charles, 
too, so affable, is he not, and so very rich ? 
What a pleasure it is to mix in such intel- 
lectual society !" 

"Yes," grunted her son; "too much in- 
tellect and too little heart ! I hate to hear 
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one's fellow-creatures spoken of as if they 
were cattle !" 

" Hush ! hush ! Jack dear, you must not 
talk so. Lady Bulstrover never dreamed of 
any such comparison. She is noted for her 
great activity in favour of the lower orders, 
and in opposing this wicked and dangerous 
scheme which seeks to educate them against 
their will." 

"They would be much better pleased if 
she left them alone." 

" And to fancy Janie HarkhoUow refusing 
such an offer, with all that money ; it seems 
impossible." 

" I can fancy it well enough. Sir Charles 
is not at all the kind of man she would care 
for as a husband." 

"I don't think that he is; yet the money 
does make things so very different. You 
should have heard how she spoke of you 
this morning." 

" I am very glad I did not" 
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" She appears to have taken quite a fancy 
to you. It was just the same with your 
dear father. All the girls were dying for 
him when he married me." 

" I don't suppose Janie is dying for me, or 
for any other fellow." 

" No, not dying ; but there is no doubt 
she is very fond of you. And I really don't 
see why she should not be ; you are quite 
her equal — everyone admits that a Captain 
ranks before a plain Esquire. Mr. Hark- 
hollow was only a country gentleman." 

"That's all nonsense ; fellows don't go in 
for rank now. A man must stand for what 
he is worth. I do hate to be everlastingly 
looking back at one's ancestors. The fellow 
who said they are like potatoes, * all under 
grrflind, and much less use,' was not far 
wrong." 

" But it is right for us to think of these 
things, my dear; and no one can dispute 
that the JSilvers are quite as good as the 
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Harkhollows, though they are a little down 
in the world, and no family was ever more 
respected than the Jellicoes." 

"They've never helped us much," mut- 
tered Jack. 

" It does seem such a chance," went on 
his mother, without heeding his remark, 
^' and Janie is really so very nice." 

" What is the use v of talking, mother ? 
You know I can't do it — I'm engaged al- 
ready." 

" Well, I do say that, after the way they 
have treated you, you should break it off— 
and you a Captain, too ! What are they, in- 
deed? Common artists!'* By which it 
inay be noticed that Mrs. Silver's ideas had 
gone up considerably during the last two 
days. 

"Well, mother, I don't like to hfear them 
abused, even by you. I am going to marry 
Alice — if she'll have me," he added, by way 
of leaving a possible loophole to escape by, 
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should things turn out differently. • " And as 
for Janie, she is above me in every way, 
and — I'm sure she would never think of it 
for a moment." 

" But she does think of it, Jack. Only 
this morning she spoke so nicely, and asked 
all about you, and appeared to take quite an 
interest in listening when her mother spoke 
of your former visit ; and I'm sure no girl 
would go out with you as she does, if there 
was not something in it. She never will 
ride out alone with Sir Charles Bulstrover, 
although he is a Baronet, and made of 
money !" 

After which parting volley, the old lady 
gave her son a kiss on each cheek, and went 
off to her room with a happy consciousness 
that the train was fired, and that she had 
generally done her duty by her neighbour 
— especially that next-door one, her son — 
as she would that her neighbour would do 
unto her. 
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And, indeed, her estimate of the Captain's 
character was better than it seemed; and 
although his words were brave enough, there 
was that within him that had leaped up and 
caught at this great distant rumour in the 
air. 

Master of Tolson I King of its fields and 
meadows, timber and orchards, homesteads, 
and what-not ! Ruler of many men — owner 
of Janie! The bright vision streamed in 
upon the grim four-post bedstead with such 
glory as lit up its draperies long after he 
had put out the candles, and set his brain on 
fire. 

Mr. Barnes, who had a few hundreds 
a year, was the richest man in the regi- 
ment, and lived like a lord ! What would 
not he be, with Tolson and its thousands ? 
Horses, dinners, friends, race meetings, 
danced before him, to the accompaniment of 
Janie, charming in the latest of fashions, her 
golden hair, and jolly, careless manner, the 
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talk of every garrison town they lived in ! 
Tolson, above all, filled with friends — Max- 
well, Shilson, even that grim man, "the 
Colonel "; game kept up, horses for all, the 
baits ! It was an opening glimpse of Para- 
dise! 

Behind, those wranglings over money ! 
that paltry haggling over Alice ; cold mut- 
ton, maid-servants, and dreary trudges over 
still drearier moors for exercise ; and, haunt- 
ing all, that evil-minded sum they'd talked 
so much about. He drew the bedclothes 
up to close it out. Janie fond of him — ^he 
knew it ! Why was she silent twice to-day ? 
And now the thoughts he'd hardly dared to 
think had come true, and she had opened 
out her heart and told his mother. 

What a tempting fruit! How low the 
fence ! How Tipe, how rich, how close I 
Only to reach his hand out; only to feel 
its velvet touch ; only to pluck it quick, and 
taste, and eat, and live for ever happy ! — 
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except for Alice! It was hard that the 
name should crop up so untimely, just as he 
had closed his eyes, and was falling off to 
sleep. At least there was no sin in being 
happy in one's dreams, and his had been • so 
very happy — ^but for this. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



ALICE MEADOWLEIGH " COMES OUT." 



Tl ^ R. GNAISH had been as good as his 
•^*-*- word. With the help of his wife, 
a bustling, kind-hearted woman, with a fault 
in the direction of hankering after her neigh- 
bours' business, Alice Meadowleigh had been 
dressed up, and taken about more than she 
had ever dreamt of before. That is to say, 
that where formerly her pleasures had been 
restricted to sutfh as might be obtained at 
small private parties, the most innocent 
of pic-nics, or the mildest of carpet-dances, 
they now extended to a series of three sub- 
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scription balls at the Assembly Rooms, 
several afternoon "teas" in the officers'" 
mess-room, on the occasion of the Friday- 
band, and a frequent and fortuitous meeting 
with such male acquaintances as were to be 
picked up at these entertainments, when- 
ever the weather was fine enough for the 
Promenade. 

It was not, on the whole, more than what 
everj?- young lady expects to encounter dur- 
ing the pleasant years of her maidenhood. 
Taken generally, the excesses were of the 
mildest description ; to dance twice a night 
with the same man was a thing to be noted 
and avoided for the future ; certain whisper- 
ed commonplaces came to be looked back 
upon as the beginning of a dangerous flirta- 
tion, and not to be encouraged again ; even 
Captain Jones, the steady-going Marine, 
who had haunted the promenade and sea- 
beach for these ten years, and was old 
enough to be her father, was dropped, after 
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the third accidental meeting on' the same 
side of the street, and within the same week. 
For Alice's nature was one above even the 
suspicion of treachery ; for her there reigned 
but one king to whom homage was due, and 
to none else ; a homage which all the tulle 
and muslins that came at the hands of Mrs. 
Gnaish could not smother up. 

But for all that, she enjoyed those 
days of liberty none the less because they 
were stolen and unlawful. She had just 
so much of the woman budding forth 
xis told her that her world lay some- 
where in these pleasant play-grounds ; that 
to coop and cramp her up to paint or 
moralize on scenery, was a waste. What 
were tumbled rocks and ever-running 
streams to her ? She made a sorry queen 
amongst them, out on their home the moor; 
they would not group and gather round her. 
What could the grey old rocks know of such 
things as beauty, youth, and life — her gifts ? 
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Why, they cut her feet and wearied her 
to clamber over them ; old-world, and wea- 
therworn, what could they have in common 
with her eighteen years ? 

But at her first *' Assembly," how differ- 
ent! 

How her heart beat as she went up the 
staircase ! — how her ears drank in the distant 
sounds, ever swelling louder, till the doors 
were reached, and the bright paradise was 
unveiled I — how sweet the music (in truth, 
three fiddles and cornet, she knew them 
every man) ; and as the rumour spread that 
pretty Alice Meadowleigh had " come out,'' 
and men began to flock around to shrine her 
flushing beauty in their centre, how much a 
queen was she 1 

" If Jack could only see me now," was 
hef whispered thought, "how proud he 
would be of his little Alice !" And she ac- 
cepted the homage paid her, and put by all 
the poor, empty, used-up compliments as a 
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part of her education, as yet neglected, 
which it behoved her to acquire before she 
might be a worthy bride to so fine a gen- 
tleman. 

The frequent sketching expeditions of 
Claude Meadowleigh rendered these enjoy- 
ments possible ; Mrs. Meadowleigh, always 
opposed to her husband's ideas in the matter 
of her daughters, being greatly in favour of 
them, and giving what help was requisite 
most readily. Alice's dSbut had been 
particularly pleasing to her, and indeed to 
Mr. Gnaish and his wife. Hitherto her pretty 
daughter had been almost unknown, save to 
a very small circle, and those of a class not 
given to frequenting ball-rooms ; and so the 
simple beauty of her face, and her sweet, 
unaffected manners, had been accompanied 
by all the charm of novelty ; a thing rare 
enough in such towns, where a girl is drag- 
ged ruthlessly before the world on every 
opportunity, as soon as it is possible to 
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lengthen her frocks, and to prefix " Miss " 
to the more natural Christian name she has 
hitherto been known by. 

On the first flush of her triumphs, Alice 
had written off to Jack with full accounts, 
on so many sheets of paper that the postage 
came to something beyond a joke ; and fur- 
ther begging him to come down the next 
dance, which was to be on that day fort- 
night, " and would be such a different affair 
from that stupid old thing we went to at 
Mrs. Stabley's, with a carpet and high 
dresses." 

But Jack was at Tolson when the letter 
arrived, and had given orders that his letters' 
should not be forwarded ; there might be 
bills, &c., which he wished to forget for a 
time, while a lady's handwriting would be 
sure to excite curiosity and remarks in a 
household where was only an eccentric 
young heiress and her. mamma. 

So Alice's letter lay with the blue-covered 
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bills and doubtful-crested envelopes of the. 
money-lenders, on Jack's table till his return. 
He had left Tolson on the Monday, as 
already arranged, and without anything 
special having taken place, though he had 
accepted a pressing invitation to visit the 
HarkhoUows again, and another from Sir 
Charles, for the pheasants, later on in the 
year. " What a splendid girl she is !" he had 
said to himself in the train ; " and what a 
chance for a fellow who could go in for her ! 
She'll make a rattling good wife — ^I daresay 
as good a one as Alice in her way ; and then 
the money does make such a deuce of a 
difference 1" 

Then he got out at Swindon for a basin 
of soup, and fancied Jiow jolly she would 
look sitting beside him in a neat travelling 
dress, and a pint of champagne between 
them. *' That style of girl always does look 
so well at Swindon. Ah ! when we are 
married we shall have to drop the soup and 
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put up with a bun and a glass of beer, con- 
found it ! But it does sound so low." 

Whereupon he lit his cigar from a match 
supplied at the rate of a shilling apiece by 
the guard, and set to work on his Army and 
Navy and Times for the rest of the journey. 
When he got out at the station, his servant 
was waiting to carry his portmanteau up to 
barracks. 

" Any news, Eagan ?" he asked. 

"Nothing particular, sir. Captain Shil- 
son's gone sick, and so you was for duty this 
morning, but Captain Maxwell took it up 
for you." 

"Any letters?" 

"Yes, sir, heaps of them. I put them 
out on the table, waiting for you." 

After that Jack walked on ahead, to avoid 
further conversation, and to look at his 
letters. 

"Two from Alice — poor girl, she will 
miss mine. I told her not to expect any 
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whilst I was at Tolson. I don't think Janie 
is much of a hand at letter-writing. Per- 
haps she will be when she's engaged — they 
always run into pen and ink then ; and it's 
the writing back that comes so heavy." 

The first letter which he opened had been 
written the day before the first " Assembly," 
and was brimming over with anticipations of 
coming pleasures. There was a short ac- 
count of the dress to be worn, and a long 
string of hopes and fears as to how she, the 
wearer, would get on, and how she would 
look amongst so many grandly dressed and 
more stylish people. At the end were a few 
lines, in which she hoped he would enjoy 
his visit, and that he was to be sure to write 
her a long account of the place, and all that 
he did, the very minute he had time. 

Altogether it was a disappointing letter. 
It was so different from those previous ones. 
There was so much about herself, and so 
little about him. Here were a few ragged 
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lines poked in at the end, in which he 
figured, and four whole pages from which 
his magnificence was absent. 

" Hang it !" he thought, "when a fellow 
is going to ruin himself for her, at least she 
might say something about him." 

But if the first letter was disappointing, 
the second, written in full consciousness of 
victory on the morning after the ball, was 
doubly so. It was the more aggravating, 
for it came to him just now, when he too 
had had his own little triumph, and was 
inclined to carry his head a little higher in, 
consequence, and it made him very angry. 

" Dearest Jack," it began, " 1 must tell 
you at once how the ball went ofi^, and how 
very, very much I enjoyed it, although I can» 
hardly keep my eyes open. Fancy not get- 
ting home till past five, and going to bed by 
daylight — was it not fun? My poor dress 
looked dreadful — I mean when we got 
home, for it was very much admired indeed,. 
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and so it ought to be ; and I was not a bit 
ashamed of it, as I thought I should be by 
the side of so many swells " 

" Swells, indeed ! — fancy calling them 
swells !" growled Jack. 

" Mr. Archer, who everyone says has 
really good taste, admired it very much, 
and said it suited me better than anything 
else; and old Lady Tregantle put up her 
eye-glass to look at it, and said I looked 
quite a beauty!' There, Master Jack, 
don't go and get too proud of me after 
that." 

" Proud of her for being patronised by 
an old cat like Mother Tregantle !" mutter- 
ed Jack. " She would not have said that to 
Janie ;" and that young lady's picture rose 
up before him in all the glory which fol- 
lowed unlimited bills at Paris and else- 
where. 

" I was a little frightened at first," went 
on Alice ; '^ my eyes felt quite dazed with so 
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many lights, after sitting in the dark in Tho- 
mas's old fly ; but Mrs. Gnaish was so kind, 
and chatted so pleasantly, that I soon got 
over if. Now, I know you are dying to 
know whom I danced with, jealous old Jack, 
€0 I must begin and tell you." 

*^ Oh dear !" gasped Jack, "she is going 
to give me the whole list ; why don't she en- 
close her card at once I" 

However, he went on with the letter : 
"Well, you remember that tall officer 
with the very long whiskers, who always 
stared so, and made you so angry? — he was 
standing close by the door when we went in, 
and directly he saw me he gave such a 
jump, and then followed us across the room, 
looking straight at me all the time, and mak- 
ing me feel quite nervous. However, as 
soon as he saw us sit down he went oif, and 
I thought he was gone : but only fancy how 
I felt when he came up with one of the 
stewards, young Georgie Dean, and was in- 
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troduced to me ! I know I turned as red as 
fire, and when he asked me for my card, it 
tumbled down on the floor, and he had to 
pick it up ; it was dreadfully awkward of 
me, but really it seemed so strange to find 
him talking to me, and asking if my card 
was quite filled ; and that made me feel 
tnore foolish still, for of course tliere was 
not one name on it, except Eddie Jackson, 
who met us on the stairs — and then he is 
only a boy." 

*^ Why, the fellow is not fifteen ! " cried 
the Captain, grinding his teeth; "fancy my 
wife trundling round with him ! What the 
deuce was the old woman about to allow it ? 
That's what they call taking care of a girl — 
I call it making a fool of her, and of me too 
— they might think of me a little, I think." 

The thought of Eddie's arm round such a 
tabooed spot as Alice Meadowleigh's waist 
quite prostrated the Captain, and it was 
some minutes before he could muster suffi-- 
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cient composure to go on with the letter. 

" His name, you must know/' it continu- 
ed, *'is Mr. Archer, and he is a lieutenant 
in the regiment here ; he told me his father 
lives in Wales, and is very rich, and he 
waltzes like an angel." 

" He's an impudent ass 1" muttered Jack, 
"and I don't believe he has a father. Rich 
indeed ! — why, he gets his clothes made 
down there — Adams told me so." 

" He talked all the time we were dancing 
together, although I could not answer him, 
for we never stopped once, and it was too 
lovely to do anything but shut my eyes, and 
just go round." 

"Shut her eyes!" growled Jack again, 
" and be the laughing-stock of every man in 
the room. Pleasant — very I" 

" I wish so much, dear Jack, you could 
have seen me " 

" I am very glad I did not." 

— " Only I was a little angry afterwards 
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when he gave me my card, for he had put 
down his name for two more, and I only 
said one ; however, I made him scratch one 
out, which made him walk away in a huflF, 
and I never expected to see him again." 

"Didn't you, though?" 

" And so when it came to his dance, I 
asked Mrs. Gnaish to take me into the sup- 
per-room ; but just as we were walking oflF, 
up he rushed " 

"The brute had been watching her all the 
time, I'll be bound 1" 

" And we had such a delicious galop — 
better than the first, I think, for I was not 
a bit frightened, and got into his step beau- 
tifully." 

"No doubt you did," added Jack, 
morosely. 

" But I must tell you something about my 
other partners, or you will get jealous, you 
silly boy, and fancy all sorts of things, and 



Digitized by 



Google 



CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH. 2&7 

that I'm not a bit in love with you — only 
with Mr. Archer." 

'^ By Jove ! I believe she is/' cried Jack 
out loud. " Damn the fellow, I'm sick of 
him 1" ' . 

" You must know, then," went on the 
letter, *' that, after Mr. Archer had been in- 
troduced, Eddie Jackson brought up a Mr. 
Prigley, and he put down for the next 
* square ;' and then Charlie Griffiths, who is 
going to marry that rich girl at Dover, 
asked me to come out and have an ice, and 
I said I'd go, if " 

'' If Mr. Archer would spare you !" cried 
Jack, fuming. " Confound it, I can't stand 
any more of it ; she has quite lost her head ! 
She will drive me wild if she goes on like 
this after we are married." 

He was speaking aloud, and the words 
seemed to start out of the silence, and to 
hang about the room like an echo. A week 
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ago, and their sound was as pleasant in his 
ears as the ripple of a stream to a thirsty 
man ; now he banged his hand angrily 
against his head, and poked his fingers 
through his hair till it bristled out in short 
"stivery" ends, and made him look very 
untidy and very cross indeed. 

" And I am expected to give up every- 
thing, and all ray chance in life, and be told 
it's a favour, and that I am a deuce of ^ 
lucky fellow, and that I'm not half good 
enough for a girl who can make such a fool 
of herself ! She might consider what I am. 
I don't go in for rank, or that sort of thing, 
but a man must stick up for himself a little ; 
it's not right of her. I'll bet anything that 
fellow is a blackguard — the way he stared 
at her in the street showed that. She knew 
what I thought about him then, and to go 
and dance and humbug about half the night 
with him after that — 'pon my word, it's rather 
too bad !" 
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All which showed that Captain Silver was 
dreadfully jealous of Miss Alice Meadow- 
leigh, and, though hesitating a little as to 
entering upon his possessions, looked upott 
her most undoubtingly and undeniably aa 
his own private property, off whose grass 
all trespassers were to be warned, under 
penalty of the law, and of his own most 
righteous displeasure. 

"I'll write to her to-morrow, and tell 
her what I think about it, and that I don't 
like it" — so he determined. "It's not for 
my own sake so much, but it makes a fool 
of her ; and if anything should happen ta 
break it off between us — I mean to say, 
there is always some off-chance ; a fellow 
might die, or — ^well, it might happen, and 
then she might not get another fellow who- 
would care for her as I do. By Jove ! I 
do care for her!" he added, by way of 
apology for his halting words; "she is a 
dear girl, and, after all, she'll make a better 
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wife than — than most girls I know, if she 
only was not quite so poor." 

Then, having arrived at this conclusion, 
he set to and washed the dust of travel off, 
and brushed his untidy hair, and dressed 
himself with care, that he might go forth 
and show himself to his friends and ac- 
quaintances on the Parade. But angry as 
Jack was, and full of his determination to 
send Alice a good scolding letter the first 
time he wrote to her, the promised scolding 
was not written on that day, neither on the 
next, or on the next after that. 

It happened in this way : Charlie Grif- 
fiths, who, as everyone knew, was about to 
marry rich Laura Benson, a girl whom Jack 
knew very well, and had himself more than 
once looked towards with covetous eyes, 
albeit in vain, had been present at the 
*' Assembly" in question ; and arriving a few 
days later at the town where Jack's regi- 
ment was quartered, on his way to Dover, 
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where Miss Laura lived, and which, so to 
speak, was only a stone's-throw further 
along the line, and dining at mess the same 
night, sitting next his old chum, it was but 
natural that words should pass between 
them as to their mutual relations that were 
to be. 

" What a lucky man you are, Charlie !'^ 
Jack was saying ; " every fellow who has 
been there for the last ten years has tried 
his hand and failed." 

" It's not quite as bad as that," laughed 
Charlie. " Ten years, that's a long time, and 
Laura's only one and twenty, and, all they 
say of her, a regular trump." 

" Don't describe her, my dear fellow ; I 
knew her two years ago, when the regiment 
first came home. I did all I knew, I can tell 
you. Why, she has a good thousand a year, 
if it's a penny." 

" Yes, about that — ^perhaps a trifle more." 

*^You always were luckj^," said Jack, 
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with a deep sigh ; "I wish I was." 

" By the way, Silver, who is the girl you 
have gone ia for. It's true, I suppose ?" 

" Oh, yes, true enough. You know her ;. 
you met her only the other night, down 
west there, at the 'Assembly;' she wrote 
and mentioned your name." 

" You don't mean Miss Sholto?" 

" Miss Sholto ! She is old enough to be 
my grandmother." 

"Money, my dear boy. Of course you 
have that." 

"Why, not altogether," said Jack with 
some hesitation ; " I do like something to 
look at, and ' money ' is so awfully plain." 

"Not always," answered the other com- 
placently. 

"Ah! you are one in a thousand; but 
Miss Meadowleigh beats Laura into fits." 

" Miss Meadowleigh !" burst out Captain 
Griffiths ; "you're surely not going to marry 
her?" 
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^' Why not ? there is nothing against her, 
is there?" 

" Against her ! Why, she's the talk of the 
place I" 

" What on earth has she done ?" gasped 
Jack. 

" Donie! — she's the prettiest girl in Devon- 
shire ; everyone is raving of her I" 

"Oh, is that all?" cried Jack, much re- 
lieved; "I thought she might have been 
carrying on too fast." 

"Not a bit of it ; I only wish she would 
carry on ; hardly anyone could get a dance 
out of her, and then she insisted on going 
straight back to the old woman she came 
with — ^Mamma Meadowleigh, I suppose." 

" Oh dear, no, her mother is a much finer 
woman. That is Mrs. Gnaish ; she is only 
a small lawyer's wife." 

" She gave that cad Archer a fine snub. 
He had put down his name half a dozen 
times on her card, and she made him take 
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them all out. What a rage he was in ! '* 
" Serve him right," cried Jack, " he's a 
snob, and I should like to kick him !" 

" Don't trouble yourself; he got much 
worse than that. I never saw a man taken 
down better than he was. She's about as 
cool a hand for her age as I know." 
" What, Alice — Miss Meadowleigh ?" 
"Rather — doubled him up, looked him 
down with her splendid eyes, till the cad 
was as humble as a licked poodle, and 
sneaked off with his tail between his legs." 
" But she danced with him, after all." 
'* That is why I like her ; gave the fellow 
a dressing, and then, to show how little she 
cared for him, forgot it." 
" She never told me that." 
" She's a splendid lot, and you're lucky to 
have landed her. How on earth did you 
manage it? The men there told me that 
she is kept boxed up like a dormouse." 
" Fm a friend of her father's, an Artist, 
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you know, and went down to stay in the 
house. Fm glad you like her." 

" Like her ! I should say so. If it was not 
for Laura — only don't tell her — you'd have 
to look after her a little better than you 
do." 

^' You see, it's a sort of half-engagement; 
we are to wait a year." 

"Don't do it, old fellow, don't! They 
tried it on with us, only Laura would not 
hear of it." 

" Ah ! Laura's different ; she has got 
money." 

'^Has not your Miss Meadowleigh got 
any?" 

''No, very little." 

" Pheu !" and the worldly-minded Charlie 
blew a long whistle of astonishment. 

" I know what you think, Griffiths, but I 
could not help myself; she is so awfully 
jolly I" 

" So she is, but that don't last for ever ; 

VOL. I. X 
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and an old woman, badly dressed, is the 
devil!" 

"If she's your wife." 

"Of course; I don't care twopence for 
other men's wives." 

"Who does?" answered the other ; "it's 
trouble enough to get one for yourself" 

"Where there is coin in the hat, not 
otherwise." 

" I don't know about that ; I've had pre- 
cious work with mine already, and she's not 
got a sixpence." 

" The deuce 1 It's as bad as that ?" ejacu- 
lated Charlie. "Take my advice and 
* chuck' while you can; you will only be 
wretched, and make her wretched too. It 
can't be done — I've tried it myself." 

" What, were you ever married?" 

"Not married, only gone in for it, as 
spoony as you like — darts and hearts- 
letters — sighs — moonlight walks — the dear- 
est creatures — angels — ^positive angels — ^in 
fact, too good for matrimony." 
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"Or too poor!" 

'^Perhaps thiat. Believe me, Tra not 
joking; never marry a woman who can't 
afford to dress. Three parts of a woman are 
her clothes; the fourth-^herself." With 
which philosophical summing up of the fair 
sex Captain Griffiths drained off his glass, 
and after stretching his great legs, rose and 
strolled off to the billiard-room for a game 
of " pool," and his cigar. 

Now Charlie Griffiths was a well-known 
man, and destined to be much talked about 
in days to come, when his wife broke his 
heart by running away with Captain Cle^ 
ments of his regiment; and so his opinions 
and sayings had come to be thought much 
of among a certain class of army men. 

In his own regiment he was an especial 
favourite, first and foremost in every thing ; 
indeed, it was an authenticated fact that it 
was only the question of money which 
obliged him to forego the many press- 
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ing invitations to exchange into a crack 
light cavalry regiment from the officers 
thereof, amongst whom his reputation had 
long been established. 

In Jack's eyes he had ever appeared as a 
brilliant meteor, flashing through the space 
(in express trains) which separated one 
garrison town from another; now for a 
•ball, or private theatricals ; now to ride the 
*' winning mount" at some crack steeple-chase 
meeting; or again to go in and win the 
matrimonial catch of the year-r-a feat, in- 
deed, he had but just accomplished. 

So to poor Jack the words of praise, in 
respect of Alice Meadowleigh, that fell from 
the lips of so excellent an authority, were 
balm indeed, and carried much comfort with 
them. Here was this grand, gay fellow 
positively asserting that he should have been 
in the field against him, had he not been 
disposed of previously. Here were terms of 
rapture, touching his Alice, falling from one 
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who, if report was to be credited, had re- 
fused the Lady Eliza Straddlemore ; and 
who was known to have held half the maid- 
enhood (under five and twenty) of the 
garrison towns in the United Kingdom, 
one time or another, in his fascinating thrall. 

After such a genial shower falling on his 
parched and divided spirit, how could he 
help the old love for Alice springing up 
again, as green and bright as ever? 

And so it came to pass that the letter in 
which he was to have showered curses on 
her poor unoffending head, came to be 
crammed with sweetly- worded blessings in- 
stead ; and not a word of the base-born 
Archer in its three sides of not over-dosely 
written note-paper. 

END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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